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We WONDER if the people of MSU really
knew how extremely fortunate
they were to have Walter Clark’s in

Walter Van Tilburg Clark
Best known for his two novels
which were made into movies —
“The Oxbow Incident,” and “The
Track of the Cat” — Walter Clark
has also written “City of Tremb
ling' Leaves” and a volume of
short stories entitled “Watchful
Gods.” He has won the O.
Henry Memorial Award and just
recently a short story of his,
“Hook,” was presented on tele
vision initiating a new technique
which received considerable at
tention in Life magazine.

tensity among them, and how empty a
part of the campus will be without him.
Some of us keep asking ourselves: Don’t
you know what he is, what you are
losing; don’t you know that this is a
man with more of the felt world in him,
with more life in him, with more ex
perience in him than hundreds of us?
You can find a piece of him in every
man, but you will only find that rare
combination of men in Walter Clark.
He is one of those iron-nickel cores
about which the rest of the world spins,
but like the earth, he is covered by so
much soil that few dig into the ground
to look for him. But in earth is where
you would find him, for he is right out
of the earth, fresh, alive, yet rugged
and covered by things of men because
he came close to those who spaded for
him.
Sentimentalism, melancholy—we are
not frightened by these words. Walter
Clark is like a folk tune, a Whippoor
will and Pike’s Peak, “a huge old stone
that’s really fastened down.” No mat
ter how often he made us feel, he still
retained the emotion, vitality, impres
sion and feeling that made us need to
hear or talk with him again.
There is something else in him which
few men achieve — humbleness, hum
bleness to the unknowable things, but
more, humbleness to the men and stu
dents around him.
Then how do you tell kindness, gen
tleness, emotion and understanding
good-by? What is there housed within
a man’s heart of mind which allows him
to say good-by quietly to the miracle of
a leaf, a tree, a man whose very pres
ence changed or altered those with
whom he established contact. Truly,
there is no way but to scream in silence.

cong ratu lations,
graduating seniors...

from

omega epsilon

venture
spring, 1956

volume 4, number 3

fiction

Managing Editor
Joan Hoff

Mag’s Harvest...................................................................4
Larry E. Phillips

Business Manager
Mary Ellen Brown

The Duck’s Egg............................................................ 15
Charles W. Greenup

Adviser
H. V. Larom

If Wishes Were Horses.................................................... 23
Marjorie Edmondson
All Around Is Darkness................................................27
Teresa Drivdahl
The Brick Is After Me............................................... 33
Barbara Knight

articles
The Llewellyn Story.................................................... 10
Capt. Elmer F. Llewellyn
A Slightly Reflective Allegory....................................... 18
Barbara Knight

The Long Step............................................................ 19
AanonymousQ
Esthetics of Photography........................................... 32
John Richard Harris

poetry
Despair............................................................................. 14
Doug Giebel

Birth..............................................................................14
Doug Giebel

Dead Leaves and Love............................................... 26
Larry E. Phillips
Poem ............................................................................. 31
Barbara Knight

Editorial Staff
Liz Astle
Maryellen Brown
Konnie Feig
Nancy Fishburn
Doug Hacker
John Heggers
Jean Herbert
Katy Lou Johnson
Barbara Knight
Arley Levno
Joan Murphy
Larry Phillips
Rhea Sherburne
Dee Scriven

Illustrators
Tom Hagen
John Heggers
Claire Larson
Advertising Staff
Kay Fallon
Arley Levno
Greta Peterson
Audrey Wacker
Doug Hacker
Jim Barthelmess
John Heggers
Published by the
Associated Students of
Montana State University
Copyright, 1956

Printed by the
University Press

MAG’S
HARVEST
By Larry E. Phillips
“Mag’s Harvest,” not only is
the lead story for this Spring
issue, but is the first prose
work of Larry E. Phillips to ap
pear in Venture. His poetry has
been in the past two issues.
Larry is an English major from
Indianapolis, Indiana.

M
y DAD, Noble, used to go to church
every Sunday; he’d get up while the moon
was settin and the sun was comin up so he’d
make it on time. The church was six miles
down the road, and till we got a car, he’d
hitch up the horses, Bill and Jerry, and start
off while it was half dark.
Every man around home liked him I guess,
probably everyone in southern Indiana. He
gave me a young calf to raise, and then when
he found out how good I took care of it, he
said he was going to get me a cow. He did,
and I’d go out on my horse, Penny, ridin all
day, sometimes roundin up my cattle and
Dad’s stock too. Sam Elnidge liked him.
In spring, when it rained a lot, and we
couldn’t take to plowin or seedin, I’d take
Penny and we’d go to the woods. The woods
was thick then, but there was an open spot
where Penny and I’d rest.
I’d built a lean-to in the woods, and Penny’d stand under it, and I’d lie there listenin
to the rain fallin. It fell soft, startin at the
top of the trees, and rollin and fallin from
leaf to leaf, till what was left of the drops hit
the ground. Penny liked it there. Some

times her brown and white spots would mix
right in with the earth colors, and if you was
far off, you couldn’t hardly see her. She’d
stand, not movin, not even twitchin the flies
off that always were crawlin on her should
ers.
But then it’d always quit rainin, and I’d
have to go to work. I didn’t mind it though,
specially the plowin. Before we got the
tractor, I’d walk behind Bill and Jerry like
you do when you straddle a trough or slough
in the hog pen. One day I killed a sparrow
there with my gun, and the hogs fought over
it, and ate it. You couldn’t throw nothin in
the pen that they wouldn’t eat. We had a
bucket beside the old iron stove in the
kitchen, and after we’d eat, we’d throw the
garbage in there, or the gravy and biscuits
that were left over at breakfast; or if it was
summer, we’d pitch in the tomato peelins.
Anything, and they’d eat it.

JVIy

SISTER was sort of funny. I mean
she weren’t like most people, or nobody in
our family. Mom said it was because when
Mag was, developin, Mom called it, that she
fell, and that made Mag look funny. She had

a rut or crease clear across her face, from
ear to ear, like somebody had tied a string
around her face real tight, and then taken
it off. She didn’t have some of her fingers,
either, and she walked pigeon-toed. She
had only a thumb and a little finger on one
hand, and it made me shiver everytime I saw
her drinkin milk; I never got used to her be
ing so different, I guess. But what made me
feel worse for her than anything else was that
she couldn’t talk right; she’d either stammer
or mumble. Mom said it was because her
tongue was bigger than most people’s.
So Dad said it was hard to tell if Mag’s
mind was right or not; but he always treated
her like she was a baby, helped her, and took
time with her, tryin to teach God to her,
and how she should live without dependin
on other folks. Mag tried I guess.
One day when Dad and I was out plowin,
and the horses was strainin and sweatin in
front of us, their tails swishin the flies off,
and their heads bobbin with the steps they
took, like they was goin to tear up that
field or bloat tryin, Dad said he was goin to
buy a tractor. He said that Mr. Elnidge had
got one and was plowin five times as much
land as we was, and that if we could work
that much, we could get some more hogs, a
new well, send me to school, and maybe
even a car.
I WISH you could of seen my Dad; he
wasn’t big, but he looked like he was. And
when he’d take the horses down to the wat
erin trough by the hill after plowin, and I’d
walk along side him, his head would be agin
the sky. His face was more wrinkles than
cheeks, or chin, or skin even. His whiskers
was so tough that he couldn’t use his razor
more than once without sharpenin it. I used
to stand and watch him shave. He’d put
soap on his face, talk to me for a minute, and
then start shavin; he used newspaper to wipe
the soap and whiskers on. Mom cut out little
strips for him, and had them hangin on back
of the kitchen door. And when he was
standin there waterin the horses, just at
sundown, and the water pourin out of the
pipe into the trough, and his gray eyes lookin
down at me, I felt safe and good, just like
when I’d lay in the field we kept in pasture,
with the grass wavin over my head, and the
sun hot on top of me, and the cool earth
agin my back.

After we’d put the horses up, Dad liked to
stand and look out the barn window for a
minute. He’d look at the fields and toward
the house where Mom was cookin supper;
and since it was dark in the barn and pale
blue outside, his face looked black and flat.
It looked like the pictures I drew in school,
just a line around something. I wish you
could have seen him; everybody said he was
just like his name.
Then, when we’d go to supper, Mom’d get
on Dad about makin so much noise when he
drank his coffee, but he’d heard about it so
long that he didn’t pay no mind to her. I’d
try not to watch Mag; Dad would though,
because he was always helpin her; he’d even
hold his fork with his thumb and little fin
ger and show Mag how easy it was to eat
that way, and that it didn’t look bad or dif
ferent; he told her she ate a lot better than
some men he’d seen.
After we’d eat, Mom would turn the lamp
on the table down pretty low, and she and
Dad would talk; sometimes I’d get to stay
and listen, but they always made Mag go
to bed or in the other room. Dad told Mom
about the tractor, and about Sam Elnidge,
and how he was plowin so much more land
than we was. He said that if we could get
one, we’d get ahead, maybe even put a new
well closer to the house, so as Mom wouldn’t
have to carry the water so far. They made
me leave then, but I got in bed quick so as
I could hear what they was sayin.
Mom said that she didn’t think they could
round up the money, not even if she won the
prize for her cake and hens at the fair. But
Dad said he could sell Bill and Jerry and
come by enough for a down-payment; he said
he could make the rest in a year, and after
that, we’d be ahead. Mom said she didn’t
want to sell. And the next day, when I
slipped and told her it wouldn’t be a barn
without the horses, she didn’t answer nothin,
only gave me a lickin for listenin in on them.

TT
hAT same day Sam Elnidge called and
said he wanted to bring a sow down and
breed her with one of our boars. Dad told
him it’d be okay, and that afternoon we all
gathered around the pen to watch. Mag
was there too; Dad let her watch this time;
said she was gettin old enough to learn. I
wondered why he hadn’t let her watch be
fore, because I was fifteen and she was five
C5]

years older than me. I asked him why, and
he said the men should learn before women
on farms because they got to know about
breedin so as they can raise stock.
At first, Mag asked why Dad didn’t stop
the boar from bitin the sow. I laughed.
Dad told me to shut-up. Then she told him
if he didn’t do somethin, she was goin to
throw rocks at the boar. But she didn’t have
that much strength. When the boar started
a hoffin it up the sow’s back, Mag screamed,
and wanted to run to the kitchen, but Dad
grabbed her and made her stay. He said
he wanted her to see what would happen.
By this time my cheeks were puffed out like
a chipmunk eatin seeds, and pretty soon I
couldn’t hold it no more, and busted out
laughin, grabbin my stomach, and I sat
down and laid back and laughed till my eyes
started waterin. Dad rapped me one and
made me go to the house. Mag started cryin
and then I felt bad.
When I told Mom about it in the kitchen,
and asked her why Mag had taken on so,
she said it was because Noble hadn’t told
her right, or showed her right. She said
that Mag took longer to teach than most
girls, and sometimes, no matter how hard
Noble tried or waited for her, he forgot that
she was different.
When Dad came in, he looked through me
and gave me another rap on the head with
his knuckles. It hurt worse this time. Mag
was still cryin when she came in, and she
wouldn’t say nothin to me, only sit there by
the stove, whimperin, and once, she looked
awful at me. Dad told Mom that he’d ex
plained a little to Mag during the time. He
said that Sam would trade him money for
the breedin, or one of the hogs in the litter;
he said he’d took the hog.
ELL, we got the tractor, and I went to
school to learn farmin. Mom got a well
closer to the kitchen. I didn’t like school
though and quit. I told Dad they weren’t
teachin me nothin he hadn’t. But things was
different when I got home. Dad was workin
all our land, and some of the neighbor’s
ground he’d rented out. And he’d come in
from the fields tired and greasy, and
wouldn’t say much at the table. Mom kept
tellin him that he was workin too hard, that
he didn’t have to, that the difference they
was makin wasn’t worth the work; but Dad

said that now that I was back, he’d ease up
some, let me do the hardest chores.
But Dad loved work, and he knew how.
It got so we was plowin nights and Sundays
too. I liked that, the lights on the tractor,
the cool wind, and the stars; it was a lot dif
ferent than walkin behind Bill and Jerry,
a lot different and easier. Only trouble was
that we was workin so much more land, that
we worked harder than before.
Some nights, durin the spring, Dad would
go to bed without eatin, and I could hardly
force the food down. Mag though, had
started eatin like a hog, and no wonder, since
there was always so much food left. Mom
said we might as well let her eat; there
wasn’t nothin else Mag could do.

W
e MADE money that fall; corn and soy
beans were up at the sales. Dad bought six
more hogs. The fall rains started and I
walked towards the woods where Penny and
I used to go when it rained, but it was Sam
Elnidge’s woods, and he’d had it lumbered.
All the oaks and beeches were gone, even
the sugar maples. I hated that worse be
cause when I was little, all the families for
miles around would come to the woods and
make maple sugar. We’d get six or seven
big iron pots and set fires under them. And
later, after the stuff had boiled down, we’d
pour all of it into one kettle. Then, when
it’d cooked some, we kids would have taffy
pulls, and Dad’d take some home for sugar.
But the woods was chopped through now,
all the best timber and maple sugar trees
gone. I guess my lean-to had got trampled
down by the lumberjacks; all I could see of
it was some little sticks; Dad told me later
that they’d used most of it for wood in their
camp-fires. Dad said they’d built the mill
upstream from our place.
Well, a couple of days after Dad got his
new hogs, I was out walkin by the stream
when I found a couple of the new hogs, lyin
there dead. I thought I knew what the
trouble was, and I leant over and smelled the
water. It was the water all right; it stank.
I kept walkin upstream for awhile and found
two more hogs dead, that made four out of
the six. I ran all the way home.
I caught Dad just as he was comin out of
the barn and I started yellin. He listened
to me, looked down at the ground for a min
ute, like he was thinkin hard; he cussed a

little and then threw the feed bucket he was
carryin farther than I’d ever see anybody
throw anything. He calmed down some then,
and told me we’d better head up to the mill.
First though, we stopped by Sam’s, and
he said he hadn’t been about his hogs since
yesterday. We helped him look, and found
two dead hogs and a cow that was awful
sick. Sam was plenty mad; he called his
older brother, Raymond, a man about fifty,
and told him to check his stock and meet us
at the mill.

told her to get. But she stopped and he
let her stay.
Mag went over by Mom and sat down on
the wood-box. I saw her lookin at Raymond,
and once, when I’d turned around to ask
Mom if she’d given her hens any of the
stream water, I caught Mag lookin at him
agin. I stared at her till she stopped starin
at him, and when our eyes locked, I glared
at her. Pretty soon everybody talked out
and went home.

When we got to the mill, Raymond was
already there, waitin. His eyes was bulgin
and we didn’t ask him if he’d lost anything.
Raymond was fightin mad; said if he had
his way, he go in and kill every man workin
in the place; but Sam watered him down
some. But that didn’t stop Raymond much.
He went up to the door, leant back, and
kicked the door in. When it flew open, we
could see a little fat man, wide eyed, sittin
behind a desk inside. Raymond jumped over
the desk, grabbed the fat man, and slapped
him with the back of his hand, right across
the mouth. The fat man put his hands over
his face, and tried to hide himself, but Ray
mond wouldn’t have none of that. He pulled
the fat man’s hands away from his face and
started cussin him. Told him to quit dumpin
sawdust and burnt wood into his stream or
else he’d come and burn the whole mill down.
Then he slapped the fat man agin, and made
his mouth bleed a little. My Dad grabbed
a hold of Raymond and pulled hiip back;
told him to get the hell out of there before
he did something he oughtn’t; Dad said there
weren’t no cause for taken on so.
Dad talked to the man while we went out
side, and when he’d come out, he told us
that the man had promised to quit dumpin
the stuff into our stream. Then we all went
over to our kitchen, and sat around the stove,
talkin about what’d happened. I heard Dad
say it was goin to hurt him, goin to hurt
him plenty.
Then Mag and Mom come in from gatherin
eggs, and Dad told them about it. Mom
emptied the eggs from her apron, and sat
down by the stove with her hands folded
in her lap, but she didn’t say anything, only
sat there lookin out the window across the
fields. Mag started cryin a little, and Dad

IMagWONDERED
if Dad had been watchin
and Raymond, and I guess he had! When
they’d left, Dad went over to her, shook her
good, and told her to get to bed without any
supper or nothin. Mag cried and asked why.
He told her that she knew why and not to
belly-ache no more with him, but to get to
bed. That was the first time I’d ever seen
Dad touch her in that way. She was hurt
plenty bad, and when she’d left the room,
Mom started cryin too. I went to bed so
as they could talk and I could listen.
Dad was saying that they’d have to watch
Mag, that the way Raymond had taken on
today showed what he was, and that it

weren’t no use to get so mad. Dad said if
he hadn’t talked to the fat man, quiet like,
he’d of kept dumpin the stuff in the stream
anyway.
He told Mom she’d have to watch usin so
much feed for the stock, and that she’d better
can more stuff out of the garden than usual.
I heard him say it’d be pretty rough this
winter, and that he might have to sell the
tractor. Mom said they couldn’t do that, be
cause if they did, they wouldn’t have nothin
left. Dad said he wouldn’t sell.
The next day I told Dad he could butcher
my cow for meat. He pondered over it
awhile, and then we butchered it and had
plenty to eat all winter.
Of a winter, there’s not much to do on
a farm, except maybe cleanin the barn or
something. Winter’s when our family would
get together, and we’d invite friends over.
One night, Raymond, Sam and his wife came
over. We played cards and the men drank
some; I got a little glass too. But Dad
didn’t believe in drinkin, he only did it when
Sam and Raymond were around.
Raymond drank more than the rest, and
when he got to feelin pretty spunk, he com
menced to lookin on Mag. Dad saw him
doin it, but didn’t say nothin about it. Mag
acted funny, like she wanted to leave and go
in the other room, and things got pretty
quiet in the kitchen where we was sittin.
M AG picked up a piece of wood and began

pickin at it; then her eyes started movin up
across the floor, like she was takin in every
thing in the kitchen before she got to Ray
mond. You could see her eyes movin up his
legs and chest; then her eyes hit his and she
dropped the wood. She looked at Dad and
he was starin through her. She knew. She
started to cry, but the tear got caught in the
rut on her face and ran down it aways. Dad
said they’d better go if they was to get their
milkin done in the mornin. Raymond said
no, said he didn’t care about cows anyway;
what he liked best was raisin hogs. Dad said
he did too, but he wouldn’t feel like feedin
them on time if he didn’t get to bed pretty
soon. So they all left, and we went to bed.
I heard Mom cryin that night, not loud, but
I could hear her.
Mom and Mag was in the kitchen fixin
breakfast when I come in from separatin the
milk. Mom said to set the cream out beC81

cause she wanted to make some butter and
cheese from it. Mag wasn’t movin around
much, just piddlin, tryin to act like she was
helpin. Soon as she ate, she said she wanted
to get out and walk some; said that her legs
had been hurtin of a night, and that walkin
might help. Mag said she was goin down
by the spring. She left and Dad came in
from sloppin the hogs.
It was Sunday, but he hadn’t gone to
church. Said it was too snowed in to be
goin anywhere. And that night, because the
kitchen was still warm from supper, we sat
around the table, talkin. And like Dad used
to do when we kids was little, he com
menced to talkin, and ended up like usual
a tellin the story about Homer Monday, and
what happened to him. Dad told it just
like he’d knowd the man.
One DAY, Dad said, about fifty years

I
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ago, when the land still had lots of rocks in
it, Homer Monday was out plowin, havin a
rough go of it, his plow runnin into rocks
just when he’d get goin good. One time he
thought he’d busted his plow for sure, but
he hadn’t, only just knicked it pretty bad,
and the furrows wasn’t turnin right.
Dad said Homer sat down for a spell, lookin
at his plow, thinkin about how the other men
with more horses was gettin so much more
land broke; and guessin he might never get
the work done, picked up a clod and flung it
hard at his horse, and hit him square on the
rump. That made the horse start, and he
began a hoofin it across the field, draggin
the plow after him. Homer just sat there
watchin his horse run off, not minded it like
he ought.
|
Well, while Homer was sittin there lookin J
at the ground the plow had scraped over, he
thought he seen something white, like cloth,
layin in the earth, something like he’d
never seen before. And about that time
Homer was goin over to see what it was, the
cloth started squirmin and shakin, rollin
and movin so much that he couldn’t do
nothin, but just sit there watchin it.
Pretty soon the cloth raised up, and sure
enough, there was sittin right there in front
of him, a woman. She weren’t dirty or
nothin, but clean and white like a hen’s egg.
Dad said her hair was as long and black as
Bill’s mane; said Homer couldn’t do nothin
but watch; said he didn’t feel no urge.

Well, after a spell, the woman come over
and sat right down beside him, but she didn’t
say nothin, just sat. Dad said you ought to
of seen them there, sittin, and Homer won
derin. But she hadn’t looked at him yet,
and all he was doin was starin, his eyes
bulgin like a treed possum. Pretty soon
she started liftin her eyes, slow like, easy as
a mule crossin the old bridge down by the
spring. But they was runnin up him all
right; then their eyes hit, and they was
lookin more than starin.

HoMER busted. He asked her what she
was, and who she was, and what she was
doin, and where’d she come from. But that
didn’t give her no cause for talk; she just
sat there, still lookin. Dad said Homer didn’t
feel no urge.
But Homer had cause. He kept askin and
wonderin about her. She moved a little
and Homer stood, like he was goin to
■ run off. Then she talked. She said: now
don’t you go running off from me Homer
Monday, not after I’ve gone to all this fuss.

I guess Homer just about dropped plumb
dead when he heard her voice. He didn’t
move none.
Homer asked her agin what she was doin
there, and what she wanted with him. She
said she’d come for him, and they was to
go up in the hills and not come down much;
said if he wanted to, that he didn’t have no
need to work no more, but just live with her,
and the woods would give ’em everything
they had need of.
That gave Homer pause. He asked her
to give him a minute to think on it, that
he had a lot here, maybe too much to be
leavin behind him. She said he’d have to
decide right quick. He said he couldn’t; he’d
need some time. She said he couldn’t have
no time. He said he couldn’t do nothin with
out thinkin it over first, and that he craved
time to do the thinkin in. Then she looked
at him agin. Said he was mistaken, and
that he didn’t know the things he ought.
Said she was goin to run off, ’least that’s
what Homer Monday said just before he died.
Dad said Homer kept pointin to the ground,
moanin, his eyes blinkin, and lookin like he
had the pink-eye. But all Dad said he could
see was the print of a woman’s body in the
ground. ’Course, Dad said, everybody
thought it was the plow that’d run over him.
When Dad’d finished tellin, I saw that
Mom’s head was a bobbin, and I weren’t
none too awake, but Mag’s eyes were as wide
and big as a hog’s when you worm it. She
told Dad that Homer ought’ve gone, that he
ought’ve gone up in the hills. Then Dad
said not to give him no blame, that it was
just a tale.
r_l_HAT NIGHT it snowed agin, and in the

mornin when we’d ate breakfast, Mag said
she was goin for another walk; said the one
yesterday didn’t give no pain, and that it
might help her lose some.
Mom and I was sittin and talkin about how
Mag had taken on so with the walkin, and
Mom said she thought it was strange, but
that she didn’t think no harm could come
from it.
When Dad came in, he said he’d thought
he’d told me not to put the horses out last
night, that it was goin to be too cold; he
said there was prints all over by the spring,
and up behind the hill in back of it. He said
(Continued on page 38)

This article by Capt.
Elmer F. Llewellyn of
the Air Force ROTC,
telling of the 31
months he and 13
other Air Force men
spent as prisoners of
the communists during
the Korean fighting,
was written exclus
ively for this issue of
Venture. Capt. Llew
ellyn was also in
World War II. A na
tive Missoulian, he is
now attending MSU as
a political science ma
jor. He is married
and has a son.
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story
OuR STORY or misfortune, however one
wishes to term it, began in a routine sort
of way to term it, began in a routine sort
began just like all the others. We were a
B-29 crew flying missions over North Korea
from Yokata Air Force Base in Japan. We
were to go out on a mission, and our briefing
was at twelve o’clock noon. When we re
ported to the briefing room, the roll was
called and the briefing team was introduced
to us. Our mission folders were passed out,
our mission route shown us, and we received
our weather data. The mission was to be
approximately eight hours duration, with a
total of six targets, and our job was to carry
propaganda leaflets for the benefit of the
North Korean civilians.
Cion

Next came our intelligence briefing. This
indicated to us the location of anti-aircraft
guns, searchlights and most important of all,
the route to fly in order to avoid the truce
area at Pan Mun Jom. We were also told
that at one spot we would cross a line of
searchlights which was popularly — and
properly — called “searchlight alley.”
After the briefing, we adjourned to the
personal equipment hangar and picked up
our parachutes, mae wests, life rafts, and
our navigational equipment including sex
tants and astra compasses. Then we immedi
ately boarded a truck for the flight line.
Upon reaching our aircraft we went
through our pre-flight, checking the timing
device on our leaflet bombs, etc. With

everything in good order and at exactly 1720,
or briefed-takeoff time, throttles were pushed
forward and we were rolling — to Hell.

Inowsuppose
that I should mention here and
that we were not at this point exactly
Korean veterans and that this was mission
number one for us as a crew. Because of
this we had fourteen men aboard, including
two men as check personnel to evaluate crew
procedure and our most esteemed and fine
Commanding Officer, Colonel John K. Ar
nold, Jr.
After take-off, the mission proceeded as
briefed and we flew over the Korean coast
at flight-plan time. On crossing the 38th
parallel, which was well marked, it was still
a routine mission. Our targets were grouped
closely together which made our runs fairly
simple. We struck the first one, proceeded
to targets two, three, four, five, and then —
We were, as I said before, expecting search
lights between our fifth and sixth targets.
They were there all right. We were within
seconds of our last target when all of a sud
den we were “clobbered.” Two of us were
hit by flying fragments, the plane was burn
ing, three engines were on fire, and there
was a hit at the forward bomb bay.
Our Aircraft Commander, Capt. E. J.
Vaadi, realizing that we had little time,
ordered a bail-out. It was executed quickly
and easily. A few seconds after we left it,
the aircraft blew up.
Of course you have heard of the propa
ganda put forth by the Chinese Reds stating
that our craft violated the border. We vio
lated no border; we were well south of the
Yalu River on our sixth and last target when
we were hit, and our airplane certainly did
not last long enough to go anywhere. It
was absolutely impossible for us to have
crossed into China, and this false charge
was only one more example of the vicious,
lying propaganda directed at us as individ
uals — and as a nation.

The FOLLOWING day, after a night spent
with the temperature at around fifteen below
zero, we were captured, isolated from each
other and interrogated in the routine way
with questions concerning personal life, fam
ily, and military organization. Then, five
days later, they gave us hospital treatment.
Hospital facilities were probably as good

as possible, although the operating room was
dark and dingy, probably comparable to the
United States standards in the early nine
teen hundreds. Although they had peni
cillin, they seemed to have no bathing facil
ities except for a basin (portable type) of
water once a day, for hands and face. During
this period we were considered prisoners of
war; then suddenly, after five days, it was
decided that we had violated their borders.
Ten days later, after a long train ride, we
had more interrogations. But we still had no
idea where we were or who had survived the
plane crash, because each of us was still in
solitary confinement.
Then, after a few days, came an even
longer train ride and another prison, and it
was here that they began to work on us in
earnest. At times there were interrogations
daily; at other times they came a week or
two apart. Meanwhile we lived with no
soap, no tooth paste, no heat, no haircut,
shave or clean clothes. It was two years
later that we definitely found out that we
had spent this time in Peking, China.
It might be appropriate to mention here
that in addition to solitary confinement, we
were forced to sit still all day, with no exer
cise at all. You sit and think, think and sit.
You watch your body waste away from lack
of food. Typical meals at this point were a
bowl of thin unflavored gruel or rice water
for breakfast and for lunch and dinner three
pieces of steamed bread and a bowl of boiled
cabbage. This diet almost never varied and
everyone lost considerable weight.
This went on for a little over two months
before we were moved again — a short auto
mobile ride this time — to still another
prison. Here, although the interrogations
were even more frequent, the surveillance
^closer and the action more restricted, it
seemed by comparison like moving from a
two-bit hotel to the Astor simply because
of better food and washing facilities.

H.OWEVER, we soon realized that when
it came to interrogations they were through
“playing.” They would ask you a question.
You did not know the answer, so you were
required to stand at attention until the re
quirements for answering were met. This
sometimes lasted without let-up for several
days and nights. Even when not going
through this routine we were forced to spend
till

every waking moment sitting at attention
in our cells.
Was it all unbearable? No, a lot of fine
things happened. They were not material
things, however. (Except in May when we
received our first haircut. What a day—
this was a real morale builder, especially to
be rid of a three inch beard.) The good
things were our own thoughts — memories
of friends long since forgotten, looking into
our selves, reviewing our lives. A little of
that sort of thing will soon make a “philo
sopher out of a bum.”
Things went along in this manner until
late July when one day, at an interrogation,
we were told that we would have to sign
statements that we had violated the border
of China. At this stage of the game I believe

Following this period came the wonder- |

ful day of the twentieth of August, 1953,
when we were taken out of solitary con
finement and placed two in a cell. I know
that to those who have never experienced j
such an ordeal it is impossible to realize how
wonderful it is to have someone to talk to.
Then in rapid succession came two even
more incredibly wonderful events—an apple
on the thirtieth of August and a bath on the 1
thirty-first. All this was not just wonder
ful — it was terrific!
Things went on like this for a few months ,
until after the first of January when, be
cause of minor altercations with our jailer,
we were put in solitary confinement again
for periods of three or four months off and
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everyone realized that there was no choice
but to sign. We all signed these statements
knowing they were false.
About two weeks later we were given our
first reading material — a book called “New
China’s Economic Achievements—1948-1951.”
It was very dull reading and was concerned
with such percentage-wise facts as the in
crease of small industry output and com
munication improvements. But when you
have not had anything to read for over
seven months, even this seems interesting.
It was at this time also that were given the
privilege of outdoor exercise for one and a
half to two hours a week.
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on until December 1954. Our confinement
broke down roughly: one year solitary, one
year semi-solitary, and seven months to
gether.
Finally, on the eighth day of September
another great day arrived. We were called
out individually and told that through the
diligent and untiring efforts of the Chinese
to contact our government and families, we
were allowed to receive mail. It had taken
a year and a half to notify our families that
we were alive. This is one thing we shall
never forgive them for. It is one thing to
be fighting a war yourself and to be mis
treated, but to make the families at home

endure unneeded suffering is beyond all
the decencies of mankind.
It was not until the tenth of October that
we were once again put in the spotlight.
On that day we were called out individually
and given a formal looking piece of paper
which proved, on examination, to be an in
dictment accusing us of various false — I
peat, false — and outrageous “crimes” which
ranged from violating the border to having
been engaged in espionage.
The Chinese had left no propaganda stone
unturned. Our defense counsels were the
foremost names in Chinese law — from fig
ures in international law to department
heads from Peking University. However,
the only advice these celebrities gave us was
to plead guilty and be on our good behavior
at the trial.

The TRIAL itself was so absurd that we
came to call it “The Big Farce.” We found
out later that there was no need for our
counsels to tell us how to plead because there
was no opportunity to plead anything. About
all we were allowed to do was give our
names, ages, and home states. After the
charges were read, these were answered by
our distinguished defense counsels who said
that while realizing we were guilty, we
should be treated leniently because we were,
after all, only victims of our reactionary im
perialist, capitalistic money-mad men of Wall
Street. We were victims, too, of our reac
tionary education, and in addition we were
simply carrying out the orders of our super
iors, who were out to endanger the stability
of the government of China. Just the fact
that we were soldiers of the United States
made us guilty. While listening to these
absurd charges and this idiotic plea for len
iency we realized more clearly than ever
before just how wonderful it is to be an
American. It was only during this trial that
we finally found out that three of our crew
members had died in the crash.
Immediately after this farce was com
pleted we were taken back to prison, where
we remained for six weeks. Then, on the
twenty-third of October, we were again
hailed before the Supreme Procuartorate of
the People’s Republic of China. We were,
of course, found guilty and given sentences
ranging from four to ten years. We did not

feel that the lengths of these sentences had
any significance whatever, because we had
no doubt that the American Government and
the United Nations would affect our release
before their termination.
From then on our treatment improved; we
even received packages from home. That is,
we got the soap, tooth brushes and clothing
— all that wonderful food disappeared.

DuRING THE following week, on the
seventh of December, ten of us were placed
together and given the freedom of our cell
block. We were also allowed to exercise
outdoors for about ten hours a week. Even
our food improved and we were rationed
ten cigarettes a day. We even had good read
ing material; in fact, it seemed to us we were
“living it up” for sure. Of course, we still
had less than a prisoner in the free world
has, but in comparison with what we had
lived through before, life was terrific. In
fact it seemed so good that we felt we could
even stand serving out our sentences if need
be.
Christmas Day, 1954, seemed to us, all in
all, a pretty wonderful holiday. We were
even given a little of the food from our own
packages, and we really enjoyed it.
Our next important date was January 9,
1955. We were given clean clothes, a haircut
and a shave, and this was the first time in
two years that razor blades had touched our
faces. We had our cells changed around,
with tables placed in them. All this, we
were told, so that pictures of us could be
sent to our homes in America. Later that
day we played volley ball for the camera
men, and that evening we had a feast which
included meat from our packages. We had
a field day eating that wonderful, wonderful
Spam, while they had one taking pictures
of the party. About three months later we
understood what all the fuss was about when
we heard, through our mail, that the Secre
tary General of the United Nations had been
in China in our behalf, and the pictures had
been taken to the U. S. by him.
Following this, conditions remained the
same until the twenty-ninth of July. But
our health improved; we were given food
from our packages, and we decided we were
in the “fattening pen” at last.
(Continued on page 37)
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Two poems by

Doug Giebel,

a sophomore liberal arts major from Big Sandy . . .

eApaxr

A man was lonely, and he sat
Beside a lonely road.
He watched a six-toed tabby cat
Play leap-frog with a toad.
A seven-year-old hummingbird
Who couldn’t even fly
Limped up and didn’t say a word
But only passed him by,

And in a puddle near his feet,
A turtle and a fish
Were cooking up a tasty treat
Upon a pebble dish.
A man was lonely, and he sat
Beside a lonely road
And watched a six-toed tabby cat
Play leap-frog with a toad.

It stood there looking upside down
And doubled over as it came
Beneath the forest and the town.
It burned and shook the heated flame.

It burst again from hands that moved
Too slowly, slowly. Quickly now
The whispered voices that were shoved
Between the branches of the bough

Its life was slow in coming fast
But it could move, the whiteness said.
And move it did. The pain at last
Was burning, burning, burning red,

Of pain that pounded in her brain
Began to move with greater care,
And screaming sang a soft refrain
That silenced her long grasp for air.

As soundless as the silent wind
That moved the leaves of summer trees
And swept the ice. The snowing wind
Had fallen, weeping to its knees.

The hurting died, and now she tried
To move and smile an empty smile
Between the tears, and all the while
She heard her child as it cried.
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THE DUCKS EGG
By Charles W. Greenup
Charles W. Greenup is a senior liberal arts major from Victor.
He is an officer of his fraternity and a member of the ASMSU convocation committee.

A.
LIGHT breeze was rippling the surface
of the pond as he sat down at the lower end,
near where the water came out. He liked to
come to the pond, because there were so
many things to be found. The animals that
swam in the water or those that floated on
top of it or came there in the eternal quest
for food fascinated him. Besides, the pond
was a peaceful place, one where he could
spend hours skipping rocks, or pretending
that the pond was an ocean.
He sat down on the grass and withdrew
from his pants pocket six pairs of magpie
legs, wrapped in some large leaves. From
either shirt pocket he extracted a duck’s egg
and a white crow’s egg. He laid them on the
soft earth before him and contemplated them
with satisfaction. He had worked hard to
get them.
That crow’s egg—crows seemed to be com
mon enough birds, but their nests were hard
to find. He raised his eyes and looked over
at the blue fringe of trees some distance
from the pond. A few crows could be seen
yet, flying around above the trees. A while
before, the air had been thick with them as
he had climbed up an old pine to get at the
nest. He was lucky to have found eggs and
not young birds. Now he could add this egg
to the egg collection in his room.

He didn’t like crows too well, he guessed.
They were cowards. He had many times
seen a pair of them being driven off by one
little sparrow or a scrappy kingbird. They
hadn’t attacked him while he was climbing
to their nest like most birds would do. They
had just gathered around the tree in a great
number, as though they had found an owl
in daylight, and they made a lot of noise.
It was a wonderful day. He could hear
the sunny lilt of a meadowlark somewhere,
and the breeze carried the piney smell of
the woods warming up in the sun. A red
wing blackbird swinging at the end of a cat
tail attracted his attention. He knew that
its nest was somewhere in the cattails at
the other end of the pond, and he thought
that he might look for it. Then he remem
bered that his mother had told him before
he left that morning not to soak his clothes.
But he was always soaking his clothes any
way, and he thought that she halfway ex
pected him too.

S

HE had been feeding slices of bread to the
fawn when he had told her he was going egg
hunting. The fawn had been shaking its
tail as it ate and trying to block off the dog,
which was eager for some bread too. It was
happy and healthy now, but when he and
his father found it, its leg was broken and
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it had been deserted by its mother, easy prey
for a coyote. They had been hiking to the
upper end of the irrigation ditch, repairing
it with shovels of dirt, when they found the
fawn. They had set its leg with splints and
carted it home later in a wheelbarrow. The
leg had healed good, and now the fawn was
frisky and always willing to play.
He stirred, drawing in the fresh air, then
stood up and walked down to the edge of the
pond. Taking a knife from his pocket, he
dipped the blade in the water and scrubbed
it free of dried blood. A couple of hours
previously he had used it when he had found
a nest of young magpies. Their legs were
good for a five-cent bounty a pair. He stuck
the knife back into his pocket after shaking
some of the water off and wiping the blade
on his pants leg, and walked around one
side of the pond. He saw the tadpoles in the
shallower places which quickly scattered at
his approach. He liked to catch them, but
he didn’t keep them because they died. They
wouldn’t eat the bread he gave them, and
he didn’t know what else to feed them.
There were no fish in the pond. For some
reason they couldn’t live in the water. He
had tried several times to plant some trout,
but he invariably found them floating in the
water belly-up a few days later.

Then he heard something that sounded like
a scream. He felt his scalp prickle as he
looked around. He couldn’t locate where
the sound was coming from. It might have
been near or far from him. Then he knew
it was coming from the water. The next
moment a frog burst from the water, scream

H.E
RETURNED to his prizes, picking up a
willow stick on the way. As he sat down

ing shrilly. Its white underside flashed in
the sun for a moment, and he saw fastened
in the middle of the whiteness an ugly,
three-inch water beetle. Its pincers were
hooked securely in the frog’s skin, and it
appeared unshakeable. He didn’t realize
then what he was doing. Raising the willow
stick, he brought it down with all the force
in his body on the hateful sight.
The noise abruptly stopped. He sat back,
shaking. The water stopped rippling, but
he could see neither beetle nor frog. They
had disappeared. He stood up after a mo
ment and looked down into the depths. There
was nothing.
He stood there for a long time, looking. He
thought of how the beetle had lain on the
bottom, waiting, and then when the frog
had come along it had suddenly sprung forth
and fastened on its belly. Oh, how he hated
the thought! How he hated the beetle!

he dislodged the duck’s egg, and it began
rolling towards the water. He laid the stick
down, stopped the egg, and put it into an in
dention which he made in the ground. He
then returned the crow’s egg and magpie
legs to his pockets.
The duck’s egg had completely cooled off
since he had taken it from the nest. He
picked it up and looked closely at it. It was
a pretty blue-green. He had never seen one
before. He shifted it to the palm of one
hand. If it was too old for him to blow out,
he would break a hole in one end of it with
a pin and set it down on an anthill. In a
few days the egg would be a clean shell,
ready to be added to his collection.
He picked up the willow stick and began
to poke at the mud around the water’s edge.
The wind had quieted down, and the water
in the pond lay perfectly still. He could
hear the forlorn whistle of a grouse from
the woods near the creek.
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H
e became aware of the mournful grouse
again. The sun was too hot on his back, and
the land was empty and lonely. He turned

around slowly and his eyes fell on the duck’s
egg. He looked at it for a moment, then
dropped to his knees and picked it up. He
started to cry, cradling the egg in his hands.
He got up then and began walking down the
ditch from the pond. After a while he
stopped and began digging in the damp ditch
bank When he had formed a small hole with
his hands, he took out the crow's egg and
the legs and dropped them into it. He started
to drop the duck’s egg in too, but drew it
back and sat down on the bank.
He held the egg close to himself, trying to
get it warm. He was crying again. He
thought about the nest he had taken the
egg from, lined with soft feathers, and still
warm from the mother duck.
The woods on the other side of the hayfield
in front of him were black with shadow in
the midday sun. The birds had stopped sing
ing. The woods at his back were silent and
empty. He could not now hear the grouse,
nor even a squirrel.
He covered the hole and then went out
across the hayfield. Grasshoppers jumped
and flew from his path as he waded through
the tall drooping grass. As he approached
the woods he could hear the muffled low
sound of the creek. He crossed through the
dark woods and emerged into the sunlight.
He was at the creek. Opposite him was the
island in the creek where he had found the
egg.
He could not bring himself to disturb the
ducks again. He slumped down into the
grass and brought out the egg. The creek
roiled around boulders. Usually when he
listened to the creek he heard voices like
many people singing, accompanying him as
he fished or hiked. But today the voices
were ominous and oppressive.

AAtt LAST
he sat up and took his shoes and
last he sat up and took his shoes and
socks off. With shoes in one hand and the
egg in the other, he waded into the water,
oblivious to the bitter cold. The duck flew
up from the island, and he was relieved to
find that it had not deserted its nest. With
out stepping out of the water, he laid the
egg in the nest and then continued to the
other side. The force of the water pounding
against him nearly knocked him down.
Out on the bank, he put on his shoes and

socks without drying his feet and headed for
home. He wanted to destroy his entire egg
collection. He felt mean and worthless. He
could see in his mind a picture of his room.
There was a box of gopher tails and magpie
legs which he had been saving to turn in for
the bounty. He had several books of flower
blossoms, leaves, and weed species. He had
caught and pinned to pieces of cardboard a
number of moths and butterflies which had
seemed extra pretty to him. There were
rocks, a garter snake’s skin, grouse feathers,
some big pine cones, some hellgrammite
shells. A great weight seemed to settle
within him.
He stood on the hill above the yard and
looked down into it. The fawn was there,
nibbling at and playing with a flower stem
like a cat eating grass. The chickens in the
pen were resting in the shade or discon
solately pecking in the dust. The cornstalks
in the garden drooped in the sun. They
needed to be irrigated.

H
e WALKED down the hill, a small bit of
pleasure beginning to stir within him as
he watched the fawn. When he reached the
yard the fawn came bounding up to him.
It nuzzled at his pockets, looking for bread.
He looked down at it stroking the hair on
its back, and then he reached down and
hugged it around the neck. The fawn wig
gled and refused to stand still. He smiled.
It was full of life, and yet just a short time
before it had been almost dead. Then he
was laughing. He grabbed the fawn around
the neck and pulled it down to the lawn with
him. The fawn was up in an instant and
butting him, while he rolled around, trying
to avoid it. He was deliriously happy. After
a time the fawn became tired of the game
and retreated to the shade of the porch, but
he continued to lie on the lawn. The gray
fence up on the hill stood out in contrast to
the backdrop of blue sky and the pine trees.
A hen flew from a nest in the chickenhouse,
cackling, and announcing the arrival of a
new egg. A few fleecy clouds seemed to
augment the freshness of the air, and the
cottonwoods by the ditch next to the yard
fluttered in the reawakening breeze.
H.E HEARD his mother calling him to

lunch, and he was whistling as he went in
through the door.
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As a graduating senior,
Barbara Knight looks back
over her four years at MSU in
this short essay, “A Slightly
Reflective Allegory.” Barba
ra’s poetry and fiction have
appeared for the past several

IN THIS, the ultimate issue, and the arc of
past recall, I come, ending and dreaming of
the noviate to come. As with four years and
a work, the humbled stand, a-clasping grasp
is sufficient now; we’ve been given the whole
with which to mold our cloth, now taking
and bearing we cut, shaping and yearning for
a merit of space in time.
To catalogue the inch of time contained in
four false periods, termed years, is impos
sible, a “pages from a student’s journal” sort
of thing. And even shining high-lights at a
muted, fused span of peoples and events is
futile fare for avid minds.
However:
The finest things are being a scope of illim
itable people, unnamed because of space,
each bearing their own niche within them
selves. Of these, a few, Walter Clark, Mar
guerite Ephron, Robert Louis James, Harriet
Miller, Edmund Freeman, ad infinitum,
tossed down to us, coins of a new-minted,
stamp, quality.
To triumphs and the tragedies of single
acts contrite in sprinkled time; the span is
flexible—and best expressed in terms of sym
bol—these things stand as essence, the model
of the sequent happenings.
Of all such time, I choose these: we have
a campus here and physical though it is, it
enfolds an aura as breathing we are en
gulfed, immersed in steeps of granite growth
and green.
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years in Venture; her contri
butions to the magazine will
be greatly missed next fall. For
this spring issue she has also
written the short story on page
33 entitled, “The Brick Is After
Me.”

In spring the energy of growing swells to
the clip of sprinkled water and the deep,
wet, soaking smell of branches. And fall,
cascades of jet-free colors spray a smoky,
misty mood around.
We only ask, “What is it?” and failing
image tangible and sure, we can’t define.
Yet, this within itself is kernel of the uni
versal seeking after truth. We can find it
here, the physical limits are bounded by set
ting; peace between the mountains.
And surrounded, we endure a painful
scraping at a classic-neo-classic path, determ
ined single file, the suction of these com
pacted truths invigles us, one by one, beyond
the threshold; in books, in minds, we begin
the elemental voyage.
Oh, warning—there isn’t only atmosphere
for knowing now but also opportunity to be
undone by “things.” We would be swal
lowed, drowned in realms of spurting, sterile
energy, replacing empty matter with con
tinual empty matter. Activities, so termed,
these barnacles, destroy; the captive mind is
prey to the committee cycle and if tethered
wallows in a slew of group, group, group.
Retaining, fulfilling, completing, each self
with the clues so tastefully provided, we
should emerge, self-disciplined and eager.
If we can only just betray the wands that
beat tatoos of conformation at us and em
brace each vehicle of self-completion, we
have beat, licked, deserved four years of now
suspended interval.

I

HH: a
smoke
lumper

the
long
step

It’S the DC-3 this time, and it’s so big and
cold and impersonal somehow. It’s not just
the bigger shock you get out of the Doug—
you’ve jumped it before—but it doesn’t seem
as friendly as the Ford—too much business
and not enough fun, maybe. Anyhow, the
spotter lines you up in order, which doesn’t
make any difference, really, because the
first guys in always take the seats nearest
the door anyway, even if they are supposed
to move back. You get to the door and a
couple of guys each grab a leg and pitch you
into the plane—you can’t climb in yourself
all trussed up in the jump-suit. So you fall
on your face on the floor thinking how much
fun it would be to go through that door just
once, either way, like a human being instead
of a monkey.
It’s an animal sensation, really, like you
feel when you listen to good Dixieland music.
When you hear Fred over the PA say you’ve
got a fire-jump, that’s when the whim-whams
begin. You grab your hard-hat and personal
gear bag, and hustle over to the loft like
you’re really anxious to go. If it’s a big fire,
there’ll be some guys there suiting up al
ready, kidding each other about the load of
dirty laundry in the other guy’s back pack.
And somehow it’s always just hotter than
blazes, and they don’t want you cluttering up
the loft, so you go outside in the sun. You
dump your gear out on the ground, and like
as not something’s missing— your gloves or

your let-down rope or something. Usually,
though, everything’s there, but you can’t
find your gloves because you put ’em in
your helmet last time. About the time you
get your jump-pants and jacket on, you’ve
gotta go to the john. Something about the
business really tickles your system, so you
go in and take care of it. Somebody must
have known what happens, because you
don’t have to take the jump pants off at all.
just undo a couple of zippers. You even man
age with the chutes on, if you unfasten the
leg-straps of the harness. Anyhow, while
you’re zipping up again, you look at yourself
in the mirror. “Tense, boy? What in hell
are you doing here, anyway?” You’ll ask
yourself that question a few more times in
the next half hour or so.

'You go back out in the hot sun again and
put on your harness, and it bends you over,
but you remember Fred saying that if the
harness feels good, it doesn’t fit right. This
ought to be a perfect fit, you think. One of
the guys who isn’t going clips a chest-pack on
in front, and then you bend over so he can
strap on the back-pack. He pushes the belt
through the harness and you cuss a bit be
cause the end of the belt is always frayed and
won’t fit into the buckle. But you finally get
it and waddle over to sit down with the rest
of the guys. You feel awful skinny all
bunched up in the suit. You try to push out
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your stomach, but you don’t get far—the
harness is too snug, but just right. Some
body says something about seeing a rigger
tying knots in the canopies and gets answered
that any good Boy Scout should be able to
untie knots anywhere, any time. Another
wave of whim-whams gets you when the
plane arrives.
The spotter gets in last with his little gray
box, pulls up the ladder, and hooks the strap
C20]

across the doorway. The strap doesn’t look
like a very permanent door at all.
As the plane taxies to the runway, you
notice a couple of the older jumpers lounging
on the piles of cargo. Yeah, in a pig’s eye
no man is an island—those guys are just
as much alone stretched out there as the rest
of ’em sitting in the bucket seats jabbering
and poking around trying to see out the win
dow.

Everybody puts on his helmet for the take
off, and as soon as the plane slips sideways
—you know you’re off then— the guys on
the cargo take theirs off. A couple of guys
hoot and holler on the take-off, but not
everyone. That’s the difference between
the Doug and the Ford. Everybody bellers
in the Ford when you take off. But you’re
not in the Ford and anyway, it really doesn’t
make much difference.
jAlLL the helmets are off now. Your eyes

droop a little—the sweat on your face has
dried, and you feel a bit sleepy. But you
keep your peepers open, all right. You
wouldn’t want to wake up and wonder where
you were and then all of a sudden find out.
You ask yourself that question again and
still can’t figure what you’re doing sitting
there in an airplane you don’t plan to come
back in.
The inside of the plane is a big long, round
compartment. You picture all the space in
side as being wrapped up and pulled along
by the rest of the plane outside. In the
space are people and piles of cargo — fire
tools, water, rations, sleeping bags—every
thing static in the space, but moving right
along if you’d look at the plane from the
outside.
You look out the door and watch the
ground rise and fall, rise and fall, and you
know the plane is flying level. Awful lot
of mountains down there. The vibration of
the plane gives you a small sense of security,
and you feel what the physics teacher said
about air being a fluid, just like water, but
less dense.
You visualize the props taking bites of air
and spitting them out behind, and now and
then the plane bumps and soon the whim
whams go away for a while. But after
enough bites, someone says, “There she is
wow! Overtime today, boys.” and your
stomach gets at it again.
The pilot sets her up on one wing and the
spotter goes to work looking for a jump
spot. Wearing goggles, he stretches out on
the floor and sticks his head out, looking and
looking. Around and around and around.
One of the guys on the pile of cargo grabs
his mouth and his buddy hollers for a burp
cup. The chatter quiets down now. Around
again. The spotter pulls the small canopy
out of a drift-chute can and wraps it around

the outside. He seems awfully damned
matter-of-fact about it all. The plane levels
out, controlled now by the spotter with his
three switches flashing lights in the cockpit.
He chunks the drift-chute out, looks at his
watch, and follows the drift-chute with his
eyes. The plane circles again. The guys
start putting on their helmets. The assist
ant spotter checks over everyone’s equip
ment. Another drift-chute, maybe two. The
helmet grinds your chin and you wish to hell
you’d shaved that morning. The more you
wiggle, the more your whiskers get shoved
back in. You feel a trickle of sweat run
down your chest and you think how the waist
of your shorts must be dripping by now,
soaking up all those trickles.
The first three guys stand up, hook up,
squirming around working the leg straps up
from behind their knees. They move toward
the door. The spotter unhooks the door strap.
Evrerything’s ready. The plane hums, just
barely maintaining altitude. Pop! Poppetypop! The engines sound like that when the
pilot cuts ’em. The spotter belts the first
man on the backside, and tunk.. tunk ....
tunk. The static lines sound like that and
there’s three less guys in the plane.
You’re in the next stick, in the middle. The
guy ahead of you is Webster, and you’ve
jumped with him before. He likes to go
first, and though you say it doesn’t really
make any difference to you, you’d just as
soon let him for some reason or another. The
jumper behind you is Corley—Scotty they
call him—and it makes you feel good to know
he’s there, too. Jumping second man is com
fortable, somehow, sort of friendly. You un
hook your static line where it’s been attached
in front of you to make it easy to find when
the time comes, and hook it to the cable that
runs from the ceiling to the floor by the
doorway. The assistant-spotter shoves in
the cotter pin, making safe your static line,
and you give it a couple of tugs, not because
you don’t have absolute faith in the thing,
but because you just think it’s the thing to do.
And you gotta keep busy at something.
But pretty soon there’s nothing more to be
done, and now the good old whim-whams
really take hold and you start that chit-chat
with yourself. Grabbing the overhead cable
to steady yourself as the plane bucks and
lurches, you think, “One step, no sweat...
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easy as falling off a .... don’t belong here...
hurry ... let’s get the hell outa here... like
waiting for a dentist . . . used to get an ice
cream cone afterwards, though ...”
Your teeth are clamped so tight your jaw
aches, but you don’t ease up. You concen
trate on the hurt in your face, squinting out
the door, down, and then look intensely at
the back of Web’s helmet. You watch that
for a while. Then you look at the spotter,
carefully out of the way, working, working,
working—he’s sweating, too, watching, fig
uring. One step to the door, right leg out
first, right leg forward now. You notice the
dismal, almost foreboding engine noise, so
damned peacefully inevitable, indifferent,
almost. You want to change position, but
you’ve got your feet just where they’re sup
posed to be and you don’t move a bit other
than flexing your knees. Web crouches
down, his knees almost touching his chest.
It’s probably about two seconds to go when
everything seems all right, after all. You
hear the engines pop because you’ve been
listening for ’em, you hear the spotter yell,
“Get the hell out of...”, you see Webster just
plain disappear, you smell the hot-oil odor
from the engine, you hear just a faint whistl
ing noise, your mind is somewhere else. All
you see is a small spot, two or three trees,
maybe, but you can count every damn needle
on them a thousand feet down there.

Every muscle is as tight as you can get
it, and then you can’t see anything but black.
You feel like you’re a bedroom slipper and
there’s a great big dog just shaking the day
lights out of you. You start seeing things
again and there’s two lines of white spots like
kernels of hominy shooting frontwards past
your ears until they merge into one line
ahead of you somewhere. That’s the DC-3
opening-shock. You hardly ever see the spots
going out of the Ford and maybe, after all,
that’s why the Ford seems friendlier.
You look up and check the canopy, just the
way you’d been taught, but you don’t look
at it as long as you always think you wiT
before you jump. Mostly just long enough to
see that it’s there, because you’re rather
anxious to find a place to land. You give a
quick look down, then back up again to find
the guide-lines. You grab one in each hand
and forget all about the whim-whams, biting
propellors, physics, fluids, and reasons why
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you’re where you are. There’s work to be
done, but you do it rather than think about
it. You use up maybe 100 feet turning back
and forth finding things. You pick what
looks like a good spot, or at least the one
you think the spotter was talking about, and
try for it.. Your field of vision widens out
now, and you can see the ridges and draws,
bare spots, heavy timber, streams. It all
looks like a detailed relief map, not very real
at all.
You feel good. You holler at the other
guys. Web’s quite a ways down, but Scot
tie is even with you. But you’re getting
down, and you start working in dead ser
iousness. You find a spot and work your
way into it. You watch the trees coming
up, up, and they look a lot more like real
trees now. You hear the wind brushing the
trees as you drop into them. You hope you’ll
hang up good and tight. And there, right
in front of you, is a big snag. You have your
doubts about hanging up at all. You pull
your toes up and reach for the snag, your
legs just a little in front of you.
Too late to swing around the snag, you
slam into it and get the bedroom slipper
feeling again. You can’t for the world figure
out which way up is, and among all the noise
of tumbling down through the branches and
brush, you thump into the ground and flop
into a perfect roll. You probably wouldn’t
have made such a good roll if you hadn’t
landed facing uphill, but you did have your
feet together at least.
You lie there and shake it off for a minute,

then pull off your helmet to let the whiskers
loose, and look up in time to see another
bunch of guys taking the long step. The
plane seems small now, you can see that it
does move right along, and it takes on a
much more personal aspect than it had when
you were in it. You squint and play Ad
miral Tarrant for a minute, long enough to
think, “Where do we get such men?” and
then you feel ashamed of yourself.
So you lie back and pull your cigarettes
out of the helmet, above the canvas headband, light up, and figure, “Oh, hell, it was
fun.” You scrape a bare spot, crush the
smoke, get out of your jump-suit. You put
all the stuff you won’t be needing into a
seamless sack to keep it dry and then you
walk up the hill to the fire.

Known for her active parti
cipation in campus Masquer
productions, Marjorie Edmond
son is a senior drama major
from Sidney. Just recently
she was chosen “Miss Mon
tana” in a state-wide contest.
This summer she will repreent the state in the “Miss
America Pageant” at Atlantic
City.”

If Wishes Were Horses
By Marjorie Edmondson

It’S ALL Mom’s fault. I’d be just like other
people if she had kept saying “If wishes
were horses, beggars would ride” like other
mothers do. Now look at me: some kind of
a freak. I’m thinking of applying to some
circus or something. “Step right up ladies
and gentlemen! See the strangest phenomena
since Houdini!” That’s me, a human phen
omenon. I can’t figure out for the life of me
why I was the goat.
I’ve been a real dreamer all my life; pipe
dreams Mom called them. She says they’re
a part of growing up. My favorite expression
came to be “I wish I wuz ....” Well, anyway,
one day I guess I wished too hard. That day
was certainly an unforgettable one. I was
sitting at my music lesson and old Miss
Grady was saying something about the tonal
system of a violin and how it all came about.
It was June, school had just got out for the
summer, and I was hot. Right in the middle
of G string chords, I blurted out, “I wish I
wuz in the middle of Robinson’s swimmin’
hole!”, and before I could get a good look
at the shock on Miss Grady’s face, I found
myself fighting for breath, in grave danger
of drowning. Well, let me tell you, Miss
Grady couldn’t have been any more shocked
than I was. Robinson’s swimming hole is
bottomless! I thought I’d never get out of
there, but after kicking off my shoes and
floating for a while to get rested like they
taught us in swimming, I hit out for shore.
Luckily, there weren’t too many people
around, so nobody asked any questions. They

just looked at me like I was nuts for swim
ming with my clothes on. Well, that’s when
it started and it’s been nothing but a night
mare ever since. While I was walking home
from the swimming hole, I tried to figure it
out. I finally decided that I had had a heat
stroke, and finally came to in the water, but
somehow that explanation had a phony ring
to it. I didn’t worry much about it though—I
was away from that squawky violin and its
old strings.

^1canHAT
NIGHT, I decided to play kick-thewith a bunch of the kids in the neighbor
hood. I’m not much good at hiding myself;
I’m kinda big for my age, so no matter where
I hid, they’d always find me first. I finally
got so exasperated on the last round, that I
shouted, “I wish I wuz invisible!” and turned
my back and started to count to a hundred
like you’re supposed to when you’re “it.”
Well, before I got “two” out of my mouth,
all the kids started to scream and run like a
bunch of cattle with a coyote after them. I
figured they had got tired of playing kickthe can and were playing another game, so
I ran after them shouting, but they seemed
to be running from me. Little did I know.
I went into the house and slammed the
door and flopped down in front of the TV
set. My mother came into the living room,
took a look around and called to my Dad,
“Didn’t you hear some one come in, Elton?”
“Yes, I thought I heard the door slam,” he
answered from the kitchen.
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I looked up at her wonderingly and said,
“Well, gee whiz, Mom, can’t you see?”
“Oh, it’s you dear. Where are you hiding
now? I thought indoors was out of bounds.”
With that, she turned and went back to
my Dad. Well, as might be expected, this
shook me up no end. If she had taken an
other step she’d have been on top of me! Just
for the fun of it, I got up and looked into the
mirror above the fireplace and what do I
see? ... NOTHING! By this time, I was
downright scared, but I tried to control my
self like Gary Cooper in “High Noon.” Very
calmly—for a person in my position—I sat
down and thought. I was there and yet I
could not see myself. I must be dreaming.
Ouch! Nope, it was real all right. Then
what... ? Then I remembered. I remem
bered my spoken thought this afternoon when
I had ended up in the swimming hole, and
I also remembered my desire to be invisible.
This was it! My wishes had come true! Well,
like any normal kid (this took place several
weeks ago) I was overjoyed. The world was
at my feet; I was favored by the gods; Alladin
without a lamp. I got so excited, I dashed
out to the kitchen to tell the folks the news,
forgetting about my bodily state.
“Mom! Dad!” I shouted. “I’m magic!” My
dear father shouted right back without look
ing up, “Stop that horrible noise, we can
hear you clear out here in the kitchen.”
“But...” I started, then remembered. “I
wish I wuz visible again!”
“That’s better. Now tell us in a nice tone
what you were shouting ,from the living
room.”

Istand.
SMILED gently at Dad. He didn’t under
Then I caught a glimpse of Mom.
She was standing at the sink with her chin
resting on the faucet and her eyes about to
pop out of her head.
“Close your mouth Mom, and come into the
living room—both of you—I’ve got something
to show you.”
But Mom just stood there mumbling about
“appearing out of thin air,” and then she
fainted. I poured her a glass of water and
Dad, with no little concern, sat her down in
a chair. When she came around, she looked
at me and fainted again. That was the last
straw for Dad; he sent me out of the room.
“Well, gee whiz, can’t a fella even ex
plain?” I asked.
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A little while later, they both came into
the living room where I had been sulkily
watching TV. I had wished that Captain
Video were on, but nothing had happened.
I was puzzling over this turn of events when
Dad said, “Now what is all this business
about materializing out of thin air?”
Now I want you to know that my Dad
is really a wonderful person and terribly
understanding, but sometimes, when he gets
“that look” in his eye, I wish I were back
with Grouchy Grady and the old violin. He
had “that look” now, so I decided to choose
my words carefully.
“Sit down, Dad,” I said, “and I’ll tell you
exactly what happened.”
I didn’t really think he would sit down,
but Mom must have told a convincing story
because he did, his eyes never leaving my
face. I started in, stammering a little, be
cause he listened so closely it made me ner
vous, but by the time I had come to the end,
I think he believed me. For a real clincher,
I wished that Dad had the new pipe he’d
been wanting for so long. After this profound
statement, I sat back with a smug look on
my face, waiting for the wish to be granted.
It didn’t take me long to realize that some
body had goofed. Dad was still looking
sternly at me, and I got the feeling that he
didn’t really believe me after all.

Suddenly he turned on Mom, and said,
“Emma, you’re responsible for this! You’ve
encouraged this worthless daydreaming in
the boy until his wild tales have convinced
you, too.”
Then he turned to me. “Arthur,” he said
in a kinder tone, “you’re getting too old
now to be dreaming fairy tales. I want you
to try and act like a man now. You’ll be
going into Junior High next fall, and you
will have a paper route of your own, so
you’ve got to get your head out of the clouds
and grow up. Will you see how well you
can manage without my having to remind
you every day?”
“Yes, Dad,” I answered sheepishly. I felt
pretty foolish, but I was still convinced that
I had a marvelous gift, and I was only agree
ing so I could go upstairs to my room and
make some more wishes. I let him have
this round, and with a faint, “I’m sorry,” I
stumbled out of the room. Just as I got to

the foot of the stairs, Dad called to me, “And
Arthur!”
“Yes, Dad?”
“I don’t want to hear of you leaving your
music lesson to go swimming any more! Is
that clear?”
“Yes, Dad.” The whole thing just wasn’t
fair.
After I got upstairs, I wished, just for the
fun of it, that I were all ready for bed. I
don’t know whether I thought anything
would happen or not, after my recent failure,
but sure enough, there I was in my pajamas
with my face feeling stiff from too much
scrubbing and a nice minty taste in my
mouth. I guess I was flabbergasted all over
again, but by then I was too tired to think, so
I just decided to go to bed and sleep on it.
The next morning, I was awake before
everyone else. As a matter of fact, I had
been having kind of a nightmare: I had
dreamed that my wish to be a mouse so I
could scare the girls came true, but I ended
by being chased by a mangy old cat that
looked an awful lot like old Miss Grady. I
just laid in bed till I stopped panting, and
watched the summer sun come up over the
neighbor’s roof. It was a nice pink and
blue morning, and I had big plans for the
day. When I finally heard Dad going down
stairs for breakfast, I carefully mouthed my
first wish for the day.
“I-wish-I-wuz-all-dressed! ”

Istanding
n A TWINKLING, or less it seemed, I was
there looking mightly silly at my
sparkling reflection in the mirror. I couldn’t
go downstairs like that, I thought. I mussed
my hair a little and pulled a corner of my
shirttail out; then walking proudly, I went
downstairs.
Mom was just setting the table when Dad
came in.
“Good morning, Arthur.” I could tell they

had been talking about me, ’cause he looked
like he would have said more if Mom hadn’t
stopped him with a little shake of her head
that she thought I didn’t see. That was all
right though; he didn’t know my plan. Dad
sat down to read the paper while Mom
dished up the hotcakes, and I thought to my
self, “It’s now or never!” and began talking
as though my life depended on the words.
“It happened again, Dad; just like I told
you. Last night after I went upstairs, I
wished I was all ready for bed, and I was,
and again this morning, the same thing, only
I was up, and I’m only going to wish nice
things, so nobody will be hurt, and I’m going
to help you and Mom, and...” My voice
trailed off as I saw that my words were hit
ting a brick wall.
Dad just looked at me in “that way” again
and said in a tone that matched his look
“Ar-thur!”
“But Dad,... I wish I was a cop!”
Quicker than lightning, I stood there in a
policeman’s blue uniform and grinned at
Dad. He looked like he had seen a ghost for
a minute, then his face relaxed, and HE
fainted! I guess Mom had gotten used to the
idea by then, so she threw a glass of water in
his face. I was beginning to think I had
weaklings for parents until Dad sputtered,
“Arthur! You change right back to your
self. . .we’ll discuss this thing sanely!”
I did as he asked and sat down. Well, the
discussion that followed got pretty deep, but
the general idea was that I was to stop
wishing things and behave like a normal
child. I told them I’d try, but I had a feeling
that it was easier said than done. I decided
then to wish only when they weren’t around.
By the time Dad went to work, he was
pretty calm, and Mom gave me a little lec
ture about “upsetting your father.” I as
sured her that it was unintentional, that I
had only wanted to prove to him that I
wasn’t daydreaming. Mom’s a good head,
and she said she understood, but I wondered
if she really did.
Well, that day turned out to be worse than
the one before. When I went to meet the
guys for baseball, none of them would come
near me after I had turned invisible the
night before. I finally found one puny fel
low who can’t pitch for anything to play with
me and made the mistake of wishing I could
fly, when he batted some crazy fouls. Be
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fore I got back to the ground again, he was
gone, so I didn’t have anyone to play with:
I was feeling pretty low when I went home
for lunch. I was beginning to wonder
whether I was really such hot stuff. The
rest of that day was pretty uneventful. I
was by myself most of the time, so I didn’t
make any wishes—only when I forgot.

rJLtIE LAST three weeks have been pretty
rough though. It’s getting so bad that I can
think wishes and they come true. I turn up
in the darndest places at the funniest times.
Like getting kicked out of the movie for not
having a ticket, and the day I scared the liver

out of Mr. James at the stable when I de
cided to go horseback riding.
Last night was the last straw. I was watch
ing Captain Video on TV and without even
thinking, wished I was on a rocket to the
moon. Course it was fun for a while, but the
fool thing started conking out, so I got scared
and wished myself back. Well, Mom really
blew up. Dad gave me the worst licking I’ve
ever had and said if he caught me gone
again it’d be worse. So I thought and thought,
and finally came up with the answer. I’m
going to make my last wish right now, and
if that doesn’t work I’m a goner. Here goes!
“I wish that no matter what I wish, I will
still be me where I am!”

By Larry E. Phillips

Dead leaves shoved by cool wind
Cannot rest, but slap at my window
Where love hunched next to me, sits
Looking at my love for her, and I
Hearing the brittle metallic scrape,
Am one with green and brown,
With stiff tissues cracked around my veins,
With love that’s put to earth and life again.

Strange that love is death and death is life
for love,
Or that love is greenest when brown is seen.
Wind stubs its toe on crisp leaves,
Then breaks them up and snaps taught
trunks,
Though death treads lightly slender branches,
For green boughs bend gently and their
Restless swinging would slip him off.
The clock of death’s pendelum is love,
Whose spinning shapes his cowl;
Dead leaves are only in a deader month,
Though love forms green in any.
Descending death, stupid empty hood,
Love grasps your motion and buttons your
coat,
But swings the lever that splits my soul.
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By Teresa Drivdahl

Darkness
L AURIE Calton heard one of the girls titter
behind her. They were probably laughing
at her long-sleeved satin blouse. Her mother
had bought it years ago to wear it but never
had somehow. She had just recently given
it to Laurie and Laurie had worn it so as
not to hurt her mother’s feelings. Oh, if her
mother were only like the mothers of the
rest of the girls in her freshman home ec
class. Clara Damon was wearing her new
blue angora today. Well, she had shown
these girls anyway. She had made the best
grades in class but somehow it had brought
her no closer to their friendship but had,
rather, changed their former patronage to
something of contempt.
And then there was this other thing. It
was a something that had been growing
within her now for about a month. The first
time had been one night when she had
waked up in the middle of the night. Every
thing was black about her except for cer
tain silvery lines trailing around the room
from a strange lamp across the street. Sud
denly she felt the closeness of the walls and
in this close feeling was a certain one of being
locked within a space of time. She felt the
shortness of existence and realized for the
first time that at some point her life must
end. She would have to die. A person never
knows. It could be at any time. And then
she knew. Whatever was in that blackness

around her was telling her that the time
would be short. She didn’t know . . .
and now as she looked down at her test
paper she almost laughed. What did pints
and quarts, and eggs and milk and flour have
to do with this horrible eternity that could
swallow you up at any moment? And what
did these giggling be-sweatered fools around
her know about life and death? All they
were concerned about was who was going
with whom, which shade of lipstick would
go best with which sweater, and whose boy
friend had the neatest hotrod.
H.ER PENCIL was dull.

She got up to

sharpen it. Across the aisle Clara nudged
the girl beside her, a small blonde called
Annetta. Laurie felt she could really like
Annetta if it weren’t for Clara. Annetta
didn’t have a boyfriend and didn’t seem to
really care whether or not her clothes
matched well. Laurie started to the pencil
sharpener but Annetta got there before her.
Slowly the other girl sharpened two pencils.
Laurie waited patiently. Annetta had just
finished when another girl shoved ahead of
her and she, too, slowly ground on one pen
cil, then another, then another. Laurie
thought she would go mad waiting. Then
Clara, too, nudged in with a low titter. It was
too much for Laurie. “Cut it out, darn it!”
she sputtered.
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The teacher looked up, raising her eye
brows. “Please, Laurie, none of that rough
housing in school. You’ve got to learn to be
a lady.”
Abashed and angry, Laurie took her seat.
This time she did no idle contemplating.
She’d get even. She’d get the best grade in
class if it killed her.
Laurie handed in her paper. As she walked
down the aisle toward the door she glanced
triumphantly at Clara. Clara raised a sig
nificant finger under her nose. Laurie
walked quickly so that the girls wouldn’t see
her tears. Fighting them back, she rushed
to her locker, fumbled at the combination,
and snatched only her coat and a large
history book.
She was still fighting to regain control of
herself when she dashed across the street
from the high school. She didn’t see any
thing, but she heard a grinding and scraping
and instinctively jumped. She looked up
and saw that a car had narrowly missed her.
It came to a complete stop and a man jumped
out. “Are you all right?” he asked.
Laurie assured him that she was and he,
after lecturing her on how she should watch
where she was going, drove off.

^^ELL, that had been close. They had al

most got her. It would have been fast,
though perhaps painful. She wondered why
it couldn’t have been then. Well, maybe
she was meant to go some other way.
It was a nice day, although the shade under
the trees was a bit chilly. The sidewalk was
broken from upthrusts of the roots of the
large elm trees bordering the sidewalk. A
hotrod roared down the street past her and
she heard the laughter of the boy and girl
within. Suddenly she envied them. She
envied them for the sunshine and the trees
and the wind against their faces that they
would have after she was gone. She envied
them for the love and tenderness of a home
that she would never know. And she thought
of how she’d be remembered. She could see
them saying, “Remember that poor Laurie
Calton. Pity she had to die so young. She
really wasn’t such a bad sort . . . and to go
that way!”
As she mounted the rickety steps to her
home, Laurie met her sister, Pattie, who was
just turning eleven. Pattie was a vivacious
girl who somehow always managed to get
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accepted even though she didn’t have what
the other girls in the neighborhood had. She
announced brightly as she bounded down the
stairs, “Going to dinner at Mary’s. Hope
you don’t mind that I borrowed your pink
blouse!” She was off before Laurie could
reply. Laurie looked at her sister whistling
as she went. “Well, little sister,” she
thought, “you can have them all pretty soon.
And in a few years you won’t even remember
where they came from except maybe for an
occasional thought of ‘poor Laurie’.” She
wished she could be like Pattie and yet knew
she couldn’t. She and Pattie had never been
very close and she wondered why. Per
haps it was because of their difference in age.
Perhaps it was because her mother seemed
to favor Pattie. Laurie was sure that she
did. Well, Pattie could certainly fill her
sister’s place easily enough after she was
gone.

She COLLAPSED into the old tan daven
port by the window and felt the hole under
her where a spring was missing. She buried
herself in her history book until her stomach
cried so loudly that she realized she must eat.
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She scrounged in the refrigerator and found
two slices of lunch meat. She hurriedly jam
med them between two slices of bread and
washed the whole down with a glass of milk.
She noticed a few cookies left but restrained
herself from eating them because her mother
or Patti might want one later on.
She forced herself to study history a few
more hours so that she could be sure of being
tired enough to sleep. She finally went to
bed but was still awake when both Pattie
and her mother came in. Patti walked with
quick steps and Laurie could hear her bed
springs squeak in the next room when she
got into bed. Her mother’s footsteps were
slower and heavier. Her mother worked hard
as a nurses aid at the hospital, and she was
so tired that she usually spent her days off
(the only time the girls saw her) resting.
Laurie felt as if she wanted to help her
mother but still she resented her mother’s
lack of interest in her and Pattie’s problems.

-A.S
LAURIE fell asleep she felt as though
she were slipping off an edge and she was
only hanging by a thread. That thread could
break so easily, she thought. About 2:00
o’clock she woke up sweating and faint, with
a feeling of foreboding dread. Now was the
time. She knew it would be. She thought
about what it would be like. A simple pass
ing into a complete nothingness in which
there would be a nothingness for centuries
and centuries and eternities. There would
be no thought in that state. There would be
no memory by which a person should have
regrets. Nothing. Why should one be
afraid? But she was afraid. She was afraid
so that her heart seemed to have stopped and
she couldn’t move. She told herself she
wasn’t afraid of what was to come. She was
only afraid of not being anymore. She
wanted to run to her mother and ask her
what to do, but it was all so preposterous that
she was ashamed of telling of her fear. She
wanted to go and crawl in bed with her sister,
but Pattie couldn’t stand another person in
bed with her. She felt that the moment she
was to die was close at hand, and she al
most wished it were over. But then some
how the darkness seemed to take pity on her,
and she slept again, fitfully, to dawn.
“Wake up, wake up. You’ll be late for
school,” announced Pattie.
“Why were you so late getting in last

night?” asked Laurie. “And you’d better
get my pink blouse washed and ironed be
cause I want to wear it.”
“Oh, pooh, you’re sure a bad sport. Sure,
I’ll get your old blouse all fixed up. But

can I wait another day, Laurie? I’m working
on an important project at school. I’ll get it
done one of these days.”
“I want it tomorrow,” said Laurie.
“Pooh, pooh, pooh,” said Pattie as she
frisked off toward the kitchen. And then
after Laurie heard sounds of her getting
breakfast Pattie yelled, “Mom told me
Grandma wants you to help after school.
She told me to tell you.”
“Why can’t you help?” Laurie yelled as
Pattie slammed the door. She bet her mother
had told Pattie to help her grandmother and
that Pattie was just passing the buck so she
could go instead to Mary’s house after
school.

I a AURIE managed to bear the day at

school, especially with the assurance of a 100
on her home ec. test, when Clara had re
ceived only an 85.
She headed for her grandmother’s house
after her last class was over. Her grand
mother was glad to see her and put her to
work doing the heavy work that she herself
could no longer do. Later the two relaxed
over a glass of milk each, with some cookies.
Her grandmother smilingly talked about the
weather. Laurie wondered how her grand
mother could remain so cheerful when she
had so short a time yet to live.
“How are you doing in school this semes
ter?” Grandma Caston asked.
“Oh, O.K., I guess. In grades,” Laurie re
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plied. She wondered why conversations
with older people were always so stereo
typed.
“Well, sometimes things don’t go so easily,”
said Grandma, “But I wanted to have you
come over today so I could talk to you about
other things. You see, I won’t be here much
longer—now don’t you tell me not to talk
about death—and I wondered if you would
like to have my set of Dresden china that
I got when I was married. I didn’t ever use
it very often because it was one of those
nice things you like to own just for owning.
There are a few pieces missing but you have
always admired the set and I just wanted to
know if you really would like it?”
“Oh, yes — of course, Grandma,” said
Laurie, I would like it very much. Grand
ma ...?”
“Yes?”
“Aren’t you afraid of dying?”

Her GRANDMOTHER smiled. “Oh, no,
why should I be? My life has been well
filled. I have had love, a husband and fam
ily as well as disappointment and heartbreak,
all that comes with life. Sure, maybe noth
ing much will remain behind which anyone
can notice, but I’m not regretting it. My
satisfaction is in simply having lived.”
“But, Grandma, what about the people who
die young. You surely can’t say they’ve
lived a full life?”
“If they’ve really lived, they have. The
secret, my dear, is to fill each moment so
full that it seems that your life would be
worth the living only for that one moment.
Now don’t worry about such matters. You’ve
got a long time to learn how to live. Run
along. You’ve had a day.”
When Laurie got home Pattie was waiting
for her. “Laurie,” Pattie began apologetic
ally, “I’m sorry I made you mad this morn
ing. But I’ve got your blouse washed and
ironed. And I brought you home the ‘pro
ject’ I’ve been working on. Here!” And
she produced a very ill-wrapped square pack
age.
“Oh, Pattie!” exclaimed Laurie, tearing
off the wrapping. She laughed when she saw
what it was. The sixth grade class had
been doing water colors and Pattie had
brought home a typical example of what a
mess a sixth grader could make with a set
of paints. It was a picture of some trees, a
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car, and some people under the tree having
a picnic. A spotted dog was running off with
some weiners and the smallest of two girls
was chasing him. All of a sudden, Laurie
remembered.
“Oh, Pattie, did you remember that picnic
when we still had Daddy and little Spot?
But you were only four and I was seven!”
“I remembered, Laurie, because Spot stole
the weiners and I couldn’t catch him and
you helped me.”
“And Daddy and Mommy laughed when
we finally brought the weiners back be
cause we couldn’t eat them then, anyway?”
Laurie laughed and hugged her sister. How
could she have ever been angry with such
a sister? Laughingly, they recalled other
instances of their past. When they got
hungry they went to the kitchen to get some
thing to eat.
“Let’s cook something good tonight,” said
Laurie.
“Let’s. Let’s have baked potatoes and pork
chops. And a salad and I’ll run to the store
and get some ice cream.” She looked mis
chievously at Laurie. “Or would you rather
have weiners?”
Get going!” said Laurie.
Surprisingly enough, the dinner turned
out very well. Laurie credited it to her home
ec. experience but she knew secretly that it
was something more than that. Something
in the spirit of the thing.

She SLEPT well that night until about
11:00. She awakened and tried simply not to
think. She couldn’t spoil a good day like this
by thinking about death. She realized pleas
antly that she hadn’t thought about dying all
day. Still, here it was and she couldn’t
shake it. She shifted restlessly. She heard
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her mother getting out of bed and remained
completely still, pretending to be asleep. She
heard her mother come into the room, then
heard her cross to the side of the bed. There
was complete silence. She knew her mother
must be standing by her bed, looking at her.
She wondered why. Then she felt a softness
on her forehead and realized that her mother
was kissing her. It was the sweetest touch
she had ever felt. Her mother left and
Laurie turned ecstatically on her side and
went to sleep.
She awakened with a peaceful feeling and
knew that something good must come of this
day. She thought she could even bear the
home ec class.
And AS she sat in the class, it seemed to
her as if she was reliving a day from the past.
She looked down at her pencil and realized
that it was dull. She looked across at Clara
and noticed that today she was wearing a
red sweater. It wasn’t quite as pretty as the
blue angora but it was still nice, and Laurie
realized for the first time that Clara was
actually very pretty. And Annetta looked
especially nice today. Well, she had to
sharpen her pencil.
She had almost made it to the sharpener
when Clara intercepted her. This time she
had five pencils. Laurie was stunned for an
instant but taking courage from her memory
of the day before she smiled at Clara. “Let
me sharpen your pencils, Clara. I’d really
like to.”
Clara was visibly shaken. “Well, O.K., I
guess so.”
She looked more and more puzzled as
Laurie sharpened one after another of the
handful of pencils, doing each one carefully,
almost lovingly. As Laurie handed her the
pencils, Clara’s mouth quivered slightly as
she said, “Thanks, thanks, Laurie!”
She heard the girls whispering as she took
her seat. Then Annetta leaned over and
whispered, “Want a stick of gum?”

By Barbara Knight

Seven hundred stars in the midnight sky
seven hundred good men riding by,
Just one star and one man for me,
just one man by the midnight sea.
Seven hundred voices crying in the wind
seven hundred sinners waiting to be sinned,
Seven hundred stars and voices and men,
Just one voice and one man for me,
Just one man and one sin by the midnight sea.
One sin in the dark and it’s over and done
“Bon voyage, it’s been lots of fun.”
And he’s gone in the night with the wind and
stars
And I cry without tears, without tears,
without scars.
The night gives no end to the clarion call
The soft waves are billows, the rough waves
the fall,
Lonely, oh, lonely, the fast seeping night,
Sustaining, reclaiming the sins for my light.

You Name It
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Tuna Salad
Cube Steak
(with fries)

jAlL OF THE girls looked partially friend

ly as she thanked Annetta and took the stick
of gum. It was the best gum she had ever
tasted. Well, she thought, this might be dif
ficult and it might take some time, but she
could do it. A shade of darkness seemed to
recede in her mind. Yes, she could do it.
It would be worth it.
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Esthetics of Photography
By John Richard Harris
This is the last of a series of three articles on
photography by Dick Harris. As a junior in
journalism, Dick is also photographer for the Uni
versity news service and took pictures for the
year book. He goes by the professional name of
Jon-R.

In the first two issues of VENTURE we
have considered the building materials of
photography. A photograph, to be more than
a simply tangible chemical and physical
creation in which the photographer wields
tone and volume and other aforementioned
building materials into a mass of lifeless
physical representatives of an art, must have
behind his feelings, subjective values and
personal dynamics of the photographer’s
creative intellect.
The principles basic to a photographer’s
artistic accomplishments are as follows.

RHYTHM
Rhythm is the dynamic of the picture. It
is measured flow, accented structure.
Through rhythm the energy is carried from
the subject via the medium of the picture to
the beholder. Opposition clinches rhythm.
Proportion and balance act as brakes on
rhythm. Rhythm is internal resonance
functioning both in movement and quies
cence.
Repetition is the simplest form of rhythm.
It can be illustrated by marching soldiers,
kernels on a cob, in any static reiteration of
form or dimension.
Melodic rhythm, such as one might find
in the flow line in a profile is asymmetrical
and climactic.
Rhythm which is complex and active
through three-dimensional forms in deep
perspective we may call counterpoint rhythm,
taking a term from music. The fissures of a
glacier, or the straining linemen in a football
team can illustrate counterpoint rhythm.
Broken rhythm may be found in a flight of
birds where the main flock is in symmetrical
wing beat, but minor flurries break the pre
vailing rhythm. Rhythms can exist in in
finite combinations.
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It may be in the rhythmic progression
when light reflects on the curves of a river
meandering into distance. Rhythm may
easily flow through angular unnatural phys
ically ugly objects. A line of army tanks is
an example of this.
OPPOSITION
Opposition produces a tension in a picture.
It produces significant climax in the compo
sition by conflict of forces. Opposition of
light and dark, stress and strain in a Gothic
cathedral with its flying buttresses, or the
linear opposition of a radio tower against
the flat ground are examples of opposition.
Opposition and rhythm tie the picture to
gether and form the center of interest. Op
position is the masculine element in compo
sition.
PROPORTION
Proportion is the harmonious relation of
one part to others and to the whole, in re
spect to quantity, character, and arrange
ment.
The photographer uses rhythm and oppo
sition as dynamics and proportion as a re
strainer and adjuster of pictorial balance.
TRANSITION
Transition is the opposite of opposition.
The flow of tone from horizon to zenith is a
natural transition. Wave patterns of the
ocean to the bulk of a ship silhouetted on the
skyline illustrate both transition and opposi
tion blended together to form a pleasing
representation.
BALANCE
Balance in esthetics derives from the ex
perience in balancing our own two sided
bodies. Thus we build pictures in our own
image. The Renaissance paintings of the
Virgin with the Holy Family and Saints,
which are symmetrically grouped, are fami
liar to us all. Balance may be either sym
metrical or asymmetrical or combinations of
both.

Balance deals with tonal masses, bulk and
all other materials essential to the final are
form in photography.
A fleet of bombers at one side balanced on
the other side by a plane jetting fire and
diving are but one example of the myriad
combinations possible in the use of asym
metrical balance.

KINETIC PRINCIPLES
Kinetic principles, a field in itself, may be
only touched upon here. Kinetic principles,
laws pertaining to movement, must be under
stood by the photographer who wants to
achieve design from the ever-changing sub
ject matter in action photography. By re
lying on accidents in motion alone photog
raphy doesn’t work. The successful photog
raphy must have a beauty of motion for
both the layman and the professional. Grav
ity, space and time are a few of the factors
which must be considered in order to pre
sent the viewer with a representation of
either fluidity or suspension of time and
space in the photograph. A picture of a
striving athlete for example must say to
the viewer, “Effort, strain, tension, drama”
to be successful in its conveyance of a feeling.

A dancer sweeping across dimensions and
time, on the other hand, must say “Grace,
poise, and etheral balance.”
PICTURE UNITY
We have come a long way with the photog
rapher at his labors in an attempt to evaluate
his esthetic problems and resources. We find
that the sum total of his picture urge, his
equipment controls, his picture elements, and
compositional principles add up to picture
unity. This is the complete realization of
form as it communicates the photographer’s
emotion and idea. Now he presents the pic
ture to the photographic audience. Now the
picture “speaks.”
To be able to look into the faces of friends
and enemies the world over, to see people
born, live, die, to read love or fear on these
faces is no small thing. The photographer’s
swift understanding plus the instantaneous
power of light can reveal these first-hand
experiences. But only the photographer who
is not content with the banal record of an
event, who is humble before immensity, and
who is inspired and stubborn, can, by
photography, transform authentic raw ma
terial into art which will live.

THE BRICK IS AFTER ME
By Barbara Knight

T„
e BRICK building sat in the sun, wait
ing. In this day of quiet Thursday after
noon and wind whipped trees, the buildings
sat, still as little brick kilns, like square, and
from the mountains, round lumps of tumbled
blocks, scattered.
The brick heaps and the green grass plots
were too real; they stretched neat and spic
in nice segmental arrangements. Here a
grass lot and grey strips of massey concrete
borders, and middling, the building. Beyond
this a black roll of snaky asphalt till a tree
reared, moving restlessly above the side
walks, shaking its leaf clogged branches
over them.
The smoke drifted around the lectern, ooz

ing up to hang in a mass above their heads.
He took his invisible pole and stuck it in
the smoke, whipping it around, till he had
dislodged some and it swirled, composing
new patterns, seeking an outlet from his pole.
He hung the pole in the air on the cord
that wasn’t there by a hook that didn’t exist,
above the professor’s head, commanding it
to wait, at his whim.
He stared past the people in green, noting
how sickly and ugly it was against the green
of trees on a mountain slope. From the turn
ing of his head, he could see the red and mot
tled blue bricks of the outer, northward,
wall. And splashed against the regimented,
stone-on-stone pattern, the windows, dull
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splinters of unencumbered metal frames,
each so deep engrossed in the sucking-in
wall, they lost all sense of shape and mean
ing to his eye. The panes made him ill with
their looked-in function. He was angry,
dangled a free foot to indicate the casualness
he didn’t feel.
T^EYOND the bricks, the undisciplined
humps of mountain-masses pressed down,
leaning toward the valley, bringing to his

mind the scenes of snow huddled Alpine vil
lages, with a pitiful light here and there and
a black, indistinct blurb moving painfully
across the background. But there was light
and sun, the snow receded into his memory.
Of snow and light and a train that leapt
across the years to little stations of brick
and slat board crouched beside the cold,
steel tracks running to infinity, he lost ten
years in a shift of his head. And sitting on a
grease stained freight dolly until his pants
were stiff with wet snow and cold, and even
if his eyes ran till the cold sucked out water
turned to tears he wouldn’t ask to go home.
Sometimes they unloaded coffins, packed
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just like other freight for shipping home.
He hated them because they made cold
quivers run along his back and the hair rise
on the nape of his neck, besides, the loaders
grunted, one on each end and cussed away
when the box was cold and steel holding.
Sometimes the ends dropped and then they’d
cuss twice as bad, adjust their gloves and,
rattle and bump, the coffin began its useless
voyage again.
He squirmed, chafing at the measured
drone of the lecture and the smoke until
he pulled out his own cigarettes and sucked,
puffing in intent of adding, massing more
grey smoke till the girls wrinkled their noses
and twiddled their pencils endlessly.
The first party was the roughest; he sat
in a low slung chair in a corner, back to wall,
able to withstand the assault so long as
Chase splashed some liquor in his glass and
muttered things like “But, darling, really,
mix, mix!”
He smoked, he stared and most of all, he
drank till the walls jiggled and the people
were mere brown-pink shapes in Chase’s
apartment, muted forms sliding in and out
of range so he could line them up and focus
two on one a big, crazy, superimposition.
He giggled and leaned way back and some
dim, shapey form hung low over him and a
pink face that kept going rubbery, hovered
above him saying “You drunk,” like a
drunken Indian until he rolled over and
woke up home.
THE rippy little virgins in the class
visibly sagged, relaxed their conscious con
trol of rightly flexed chest muscles and
slank back against the rigid wood backs.
Can’t sustain the old pose for a whole hour,
huh, he thought and grinned, a little tri
umph, a minor victory. He, himself,
stretched, poised his pencil above the clean,
unspoiled notepaper and fixed Professor of
ancient and sundry boredom with bright,
gleaming eyes. “I thirst for knowledge, Oh,
master.” The lecture seeped, around and over
him. He could almost wrap himself in folds
of the thick, suffocating words, waves and
lengths of them.
He began to pick out the words, the indi
vidual jewels of words, the gems of sounds
and each a sealed-in unit of pleasure; anom
aly, anacoluthons, Astarte, austere, inveigle,
sychophant, they rolled themselves about

his dexterous tongue, playing games against
his teeth and satisfying, satiated him. He
longed to roll off the word patterns aloud
but instead he began to print, and fill the
pages with rigored fields of letters, even
tually losing all sense of meaning only form
remained, no room was left and paper lay,
grey with bugged symbols.
The high school study halls were damp
and clammy barns and God sat in the proc
tor’s chairs with a yardstick. He, being
blond and runty kept to the back there
among the long, sour faces of the bigger
Indians. He traded smut with Medicine
Horse and Old Deer and shared a double
desk with Donald Takes The Dog but just
because they were young and ignored any
way. The Indians made him prove himself
one day by pitting him against themselves;
he fought and tasted salty blood but neither
won nor lost and after all, he only stayed in
that town one year.

T„.
CUT of the last bell jangled along the
corridor walls, it rasped across his ear and
shoulder and he shoved back, rose and thrust
his shoulders through the door ahead of two
girls already beginning their inane gobblede
gook. He held the door, with a backward
look and walked toward the stairs.
When the first landing ended, he slowed
down. He took one step at a time and with
each said “Hi, honey; hi, honey; hi, honey”
under his breath until he reached the bottom
and could see Louise through the glass doors.
She stood, arms full of psychology, French,
and history, in green. Green shoes, and
bobby socks, skirt, sweater and eyes, all
poise, all bursting, neat, all woman, from
French grammar to the gold and pearl
crested pin that gleamed warmly on the tip
of her breast.
He stuck the tip of his tongue to his upper
lip and put on his quizzical expression that
she admired, screwing up his mouth in a
smirk and his right eye in a knowing wink.
Louise responded, dimpling and dumped
her books in his outstretched arms, saying,
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Floral

“Hi, honey—I’ve been waiting for you—let’s
get a coke.”
He remembered the night they put red
hots in bottled coke to make it fizz and how
they laughed like crazy till it spilled all over
her sweater. He glanced down at her green
sweater. She quit laughing and got mad
and almost cried because she said it would
ruin the sweater. She didn’t actually cry
but, man, she was mightly close; her cheeks
were flushed and her eyes gleamed liquid,
almost spilling over. She looked up, smil
ing; he said, “What did Allison give you on
the test?” She took off, racking Allison and
he slipped away, weaving, floating above the
intense greeness of the trees, swooping
through the blue glass sky like a silver spit
of plane, coughing and hacking, a motor and
giving off a zzzzzzzzz sound as he flew. The
weeping willow by Landon Hall twitched
spasmodically, stirred by the breeze and the
silver water flung by the sprinklers cast
rainbows every second in an arc across the
grass.

H
e AND Jackie watched the rainbow,
on DeLay peak after the big summer thun
derstorm. They had come out of the cave,
their shoes caked with fresh, soft mud, clam
bered over the broken limbs and filled their
quivering lungs full of after-rain. They
stood, outlined against the darkening grey
ness, watching the angry clouds being
shredded by the wind and, holding hands,
had seen the rainbow curving over the town
and rough green-grey foothills. They’d
stood, their damp hair, riffled, and he’d
begun to shiver a little when Jackie turned
around, toward him, his big brown eyes
luminous in the dusk. “We’d better go
home,” he’d said, “it’s getting cold.”
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Louise rattled, chattering while he held
the door open and only stopped when they
sat down, across the booth, holding hands.
They made faces at each other until he
pulled away and fumbled his cigarettes out
of his pocket. As usual he stuck one in
his mouth and offered her the shaken up
pack, as usual she refused with a slight
rising of one eyebrow and he lit his own.
That’s it, keep yourself pure for me, doll, he
thought, and asked her about what they
should do tonight.
She frowned a bit and said she just had
to get her Masterson paper written tonight
but why didn’t he come over at nine for a
break and they could get some coffee, ok?
The PUNGENT smell of fresh coffee

coiled around his head as he stood heavylidded trying to stay awake while they clus
tered in the boxed-in beanery between the
southbound trains. The waitress laughed
and sweated, exchanging loud gibes with the
graveyard crew and the town drunk. He
watched the drunk and his eyes grew wider
to lose their sleepiness and gape in a fixed,
fascinated stare at the thin man with his
pallid skin. He slumped forward over the
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counter, leaning his chest against the bar.
His arms hung limply, pressing against the
counter. He was completely grotesque to
the wondering boy; before him sat black
coffee in a pale green mug. He wore a grey
suit with white shirt and no tie. His creased
hat was shoved back revealing the balding,
sharp skull of a head with receding yellow
hair. His face was parallel to the counter
and he was drinking the coffee in long,
slurping gulps by putting his mouth over
the side of the mug and sucking at it. Coffee
lay in vapid pools around the mug and suc
cessive rings of brown liquid attested to the
mobility of the container. But beyond this,
as he watched, the man lifted his face from
the coffee and holding him, boring with his
eyes, extended a horrible mottled red
tongue and running it around his lips, de
scribed a complete circle that wiped away
the droplets of coffee clinging to his cheeks.
He shuddered, wiping away the picture
by staring at Louise as she pulled, poutingly,
at a coke through a straw. She sat back
with a sigh, half-closed eyes, slightly parted
lips, just showing the even whiteness ac
centuated by the deep red color.
“Oh, sex!” he growled, in a rough, throaty
voice and she laughed; the pin bobbed in ac
companiment.
The spring day was fading when they
stepped into the street and kids with bi
cycles sped past, yelling, or stood in small
clusters, shoving and laughing loud, bravado
laughs. The girls wore skirts and jackets
except for one thin, wiry girl with large,
dark eyes. She wore boy’s jeans and had
one leg hung over the bar of the boy’s bike
she held. She didn’t talk, just watched the
others, her head turning from side to side
to listen at the teasing, jibing taunts of the
boys. He watched them with interest till
they’d walked beyond the point.
He turned his head to look down at Louise
again. She walked slowly, liquidly, moving
,on velvet insulated ball bearings, hardly
touching ground. She wasn’t wiry. Her
stub-tipped nose tilted up to accent the deep,
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baby dimples she used so well. Louise told
him about the play and he heard again of
the wonders of the current, great director.
The red brick of Louise’s house had a
sealed, finished air. It said, “We’re good.”
He left as soon as possible.
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STREET lay, lined with a broad ex
panse of stately willow and scraggley pussy
fur spruce. And for the length of several
blocks, the trees formed canopies to shield
the passerby from sun and shut out the sky
on every side. He walked slowly, thinking
of how he’d like to have Louise in a cocktail
shaker, an enormous cocktail shaker and
finally, after a good thorough jolting, would
spew her out, like mercury to splash and
break apart over the gray cement. It was a
satisfying thought. He stuck his fists in his
pockets and started to whistle.
When he finally pushed away from his
desk and had propped the limp-eared book
amongst his papers, typewriter and stacks
of scattered books, he stood up, yawning and
wound his watch, knowing Louise would
be combing her hair now and patting powder
across her chin. He walked to the window,
opposite the desk. It was like when he’d
been a kid. He used to dream one, strange
dream all the time about floating through the
night sky in a box like a bed with the bed
clothes all heaped and tumbled with books
and toys and oranges rolling about. And it
had been like a window too; he lay snuggled
in warmth and watched the wheeling worlds
go by, outside his flying-window-bed. Here,
he had it too; the night sky was pushing in,
against the curtains, sometimes sucking them
out, close to the screen and lingeringly re
leasing them. He pressed out, but not too far
and saw his familiar constellations winking
m their distant coldness. And quite far
away the glow of midtown too, much closer
in the hushed pant of the trees and mountains looming back against the black end of
sky. He shivered, the cold sweat of the night
stood under his arms and along his back.
When his teeth started to chatter, he shut
the window. He pulled his sweater on and
pulling the lamp as close to the floor as it
Would go, reaching under the bed, groping
until he clunked his ring against the bottle.
He pulled it out, thrusting the lamp back
again.
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Y THE time he’d rinsed the sticky shot
glass out with tap water and had lain back
across the rumpled bed, feet on the floor,
back arched, his arms hanging over the side
with the glass in one hand and the bottle
dragging against the other, he felt warmer.
He sat up and moved back among the pil
lows. Slowly, methodically, he poured an
amber stream into the glass and bracing,
nudged it down with a grimace, till it hit
his stomach and the old ball of prickly barbs
climbed his throat to erupt at last in release.
At ten-thirty he could line up the light
bulbs, one behind the other and aim, shatter
them with one finger. He laughed, and
avoiding the drawn shades, rolled over, bur
rowing into the pillows.

Llewellyn Story . . .
(Continued from page 13)

O
n THE twenty-ninth of July the miracles
began to happen. It was unbearably hot, but
in they came to our cell with ice to cool our
water. The next day they brought us each
some breath freshener, which was about the
same thing as Sen-Sen in this country. We
thought we were on our way out; we felt
sure of it, yet we had thought this so many
times before during the previous months
and years, that we dared not be optimistic.
Then, on the following day, July thirty-first,
our usual afternoon routine was broken —
our regular afternoon meal was not on time.
Instead, they came in later and gave us a
shave and a haircut, and told us that because
it was Sunday we were to have a feast. We
knew something was up. We had been there
many, many Sundays, and we had never ob
served one with a feast before. At last, at
seven o’clock, we were taken to a room to
meet the judge and the jury — the one man
— who had sentenced us. He told us that
since we had been such “good boys” we were
to be sent home immediately.
At eleven o’clock that night we were roll
ing southward toward Hong Kong. During
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the long four days, we had the constant fear
that someone would change his mind, that
orders would be countermanded before we
reached the border. However, the trip was
uneventful and at 1336 hours on the fourth
of August, we crossed over into the Free
World and began to live again. It had been
an awfully long night — 936 days of hell,
anxiety, hope, optimism, pessimism — but
now, at last, we were free.
We were given a hero’s welcome, but we
feel you should know that the heroes were
the fellows who died, the three on our plane
and all the others, so that we may go on liv
ing our way of life.

ren they carry on an anti-religious form of
education, teaching them nothing but com
munist doctrine. It is easy to see that in a
few years there will be no churches in
China. Every individual will learn nothing
but communism from the day of his birth.
Meanwhile, the people in communist
countries hear the vicious propaganda
machine directed at us and our way of life.
They are taught that we are an enslaved
people, a subjected people and victims of
our government and our business men. They
actually believe that we desire “liberation,”
a word that they do not even know the mean
ing of.

.A. COUPLE of years in a Communist prison

W
e ARE fortunate to be asked to write an
article for such a magazine as Venture, be

is, of course, a horrible experience, but it
does give you time to think, to wonder, and
to plan ways of combatting Communism. We
believe that students at a University such
as MSU are, or should be, a great defensive
army.
First, as you study and learn and live, we
hope you will grow to appreciate the free
doms you have. While still students you
have a wonderful chance to broaden your
outlook, and to find out not only what Com
munism is and how it works, but to compare
it with your own democracy, and see how
important it is that you fight for it.
Second, when you have learned these
things we hope you will tell others. Let
people know, and support your arguments
with soundness and with pride.
We feel strongly about this because we
believe that perhaps the greatest threat to
the free world is the complacency of its
people. Communists are never complacent.
They plan world domination — they’ve
proved it in Russia, in the Soviet Satellites
and in China. We were told over and over
again by our interrogators that someday they
would put us down — that they would dom
inate the United States and the whole world.

J.HE OPERATIONS in China are typical;
they merely pacify the present generation
while they work on the next one. For in
stance, they are permitting the present gen
eration to practice religion as long as the
Chinese churches are completely divorced
from any parent church. Yet, with the child
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cause Venture, and all student publications,
symbolize our freedom . Freedom of the press
is unknown in the Communist world. This,
and the other freedoms, are too precious to
lose. So we ask you to study them, to appre
ciate them, to show pride in them, and above
all to take part in your government so that
democracy will continue to grow and bring
freedom to the world.

Mag's Harvest . . .
(Continued from page 9)

he’d whistled for the horses, but they hadn’t
come. But when he got back to the barn,
there they was in the pen. Said he couldn’t
puzzle out how I’d got ’em back. I said I’d
never let no horses out last night. Dad
looked plenty worried. Then he asked where
Mag was, and why she weren't around helpin
Mom. Mom didn’t make no reply for a
minute, but looked across the fields. Finally
she said that Mag had got it in her head to
walk of a mornin down by the spring. Dad
didn’t say nothin, but grabbed his hat offin
the table and told me to get along with him.
We hadn’t got ten steps from the kitchen
when we saw Mag comin. Dad ran to her
and grabben her hand, asked her if she was
all right, if any harm had come to her. She

looked at him funny, and pulled her hand
away; said there weren’t no harm in it, or
nothin; that she was just walkin. Dad said
she were lyin, she said she weren’t. Dad
said she were, and she said she weren’t lyin,
neither. Then she ran for the kitchen, bawl
in, and screamin like Dad had licked her; she
sounded like a hog when you kick it for
greedin over the slop. I looked up at Dad,
grinnin, but I stopped. He was holdin his
head; said he had a pain in it.
From then on, Mag never went no place
without Mom along; but there was a couple
of times when she’d slip out without Mom
knowin. And soon as Mom’d find out, she’d
go after her.
When spring come, but with too much rain
for early plowin, a late freeze come one night
and busted the iron pipe we’d stuck in the
hill at the spring. Mag was swellin too; Dad
tried hard not to notice, but he couldn’t help;
he’d been raisin hogs too long not to know.
Dad and I tried to fix the pipe, but it was
busted clean. So he let the water spill out
of the hill, just like it had before we piped
it to the trough.

to roamin some. I’d got to town lots now,
met some girls, and had more fun than I ever
did listenin to Dad tellin tales or plowin.
I did miss the woods though, but I reckoned
it out pretty soon that I’d live in town, and
go to the woods huntin, fishin, and just for
relaxin some. I knew that it’d make it hard
on Dad, but he said my life was mine, and
that he weren’t goin to stand in my way or
keep me from doin what I got it in my head
to do.

^^ELL, I oughtn’t to of left, because I

hadn’t lived in town a year when Mom called
me one night and said that Dad was dead;

LaTE that fall, Mag’s time come. Dad
had been workin extra hard all summer, and
I was plenty tired too. Dad said that Mag’s
harvest was goin to be the hardest of all;
that she was one trouble he’d never planned
on. He said he’d have to start goin to church
more regular now that most of the work
was done.
And when he started countin up the yield,
he found he’d done plenty good, enough to
buy a new car even. And except for Mag,
he was mighty happy, specially when Mag’s
time was over and a regular human, a little
girl, was cryin by the iron stove in the
kitchen.
Trouble was, that there weren’t no way we
could keep it hid; everybody around knew.
Dad finally said he weren’t goin to church no
more, that it just didn’t feel right sittin there
singin, when all the time, folks were watchin
him, lookin different at him, not bein as
friendly to him as they was. So he just sent
money to the parson in the mail, and said
prayers aloud in the kitchen every Sunday.
But you could tell he weren’t feelin right,
either about the religion or something. But
he bought the new car, and that’s when I took

said he died that mornin while milkin; said
that he didn’t come in and when she went
out, she found him lyin in the straw, holdin
his head. He said he had an awful headache;
then he was dead. I asked her why she
hadn’t called me sooner, because I would’ve
come quick. She said she couldn’t, that she’d
sat there holdin on to him for half the day,
till she got so cold she had to come in. Mom
said that he was dead and that meant the
farm was too. I told her she oughtn’t to
take on so.
After the funeral, the parson said he was
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just like his name, and told the folks how
he’d been sendin money right along, even
when he’d quit comin to church because of
them; the parson said they had ought to pray.
And when I got home, Mag was gone too;
Mom said she’d sent her off to a place for
her; said Mag would be better off there than
on the farm.
I went out and tended the stock that night,
and then I called Sam Elnidge and told him
Mom wanted to sell the stock, except for the
chickens. I told him to spread it around
that our land would be up for rentin out come
next spring. Mom told me to call him agin;
said to tell him to get someone to buy the
tractor because Sam was good at sellin. I
said I’d tell him tomorrow. Then I asked her
if she were wantin anything else, if there
weren’t something else I could do. She
said there weren’t.

JuST AS I was leavin the kitchen, I turned
around in the door. Mom was sittin there by
the stove, rockin real slow, holdin Mag’s
kid in her lap, and makin the chair creak in
long sounds. I told her that maybe when
I got married, I could take care of the kid.
She said maybe I could. I said bye and she
said bye. Then she didn’t say nothin, just
rocked; she was lookin out over the fields,
but she weren’t cryin or sobbin none, only
lookin distant like. Before I left she reached
over and turned the lamp down; said she
wanted to see the moon come up over the
hills; she always liked the moon. She told
me to leave, that she didn’t need me no more.
I could see her through the window, sittin
by the little light, rockin, lookin out, when
a wind began kickin up some leaves and I
got a chill; so I got into my car and drove
to town.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - .the end.—
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